- The One Where Talyn And Crais Elope - 
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A few things to get out of the way: 

1. My wonderful gift DVD player has made my recapping life -- oh, who are we 
kidding? It's made my /ife so happy and pleasant. 'Scapers are the best. 

2. My cell phone is programmed to ring with the Farscape theme song. I'm a 
geek. 

3. Here we are with season two's sails unfurling. | must warn that | both love 
and hate this season. But first, the love. 

Jumping right into the action, we see a threatening ship energizing its guns with pretty 
red electric currenty things. It reminds me of the Exploratorium exhibit that makes your 
hair stand on end. The camera zooms all desperate and cockeyed into Moya, getting 
a glimpse of Chiana poking her windblown head around a bulkhead as Pilot 
announces that the Sheyang vessel is getting ready to fire. Do you think her hair 
naturally grows that way or do you think she uses product? | think it's the former, 
which means those follicles of hers are on serious acid. Oh, God, speaking of follicles 
on acid, | just remembered "Taking the Stone." Man, | pity the recapper who... fuck. 
That'll be me. "Stah-burst," Rygel splutters breathlessly, "Stah-burst now!" Pilot replies 
that Moya can't because she isn't ready to starburst. She's much more in the mood to 
skittle. Chiana wails at Zhaan to do something. Yes, Zhaan will fix things. Zhaan will 
always...fix...things? Zhaan is standing in the middle of the chamber, her hands up, 
palms facing us. There's a psychotically peaceful look on her grinning face as she 
assures Chiana, "D'Argo, he can help them. He can talk to them." Chiana grabs 
Zhaan's face in her hands and tells Zhaan that D'Argo is gone. "No D'Argo, no Aeryn, 
no Crichton," Rygel informs us. Chiana runs across the listing floor and says they're 
all going to be dead in a few microts. "D'Argo can save us," Zhaan keeps insisting, 
"He can, he has to save us." Boy, the lighting on her face and the bobbing camera 
make Zhaan look like a funhouse clown. Very creepy. The Sheyangs fire. "D'Argo, we 
need you!" Zhaan speaks into her wrist where | assume she has pinned a 
communicator brooch, but given her state of mind, | wouldn't be surprised if she was 
trying to communicate via her vesicles. Moya is hit, Rygel rocks around, Chiana 
screams, and pipes steam smoke. Zhaan screams maniacally for D'Argo. 

Elsewhere, Zhaan's calls for D'Argo translate into Crichton's less urgent, "D'Argo. 
Shake it off. Come on, Rock, get off the canvas, you can do it. Rise and shine. Up and 
at ‘em. Break through." The flat, bored tone of his voice tells you he's been trying to 
rouse D'Argo for awhile now. Sure enough, Crichton mutters that "this" is getting old 
and wishes D'Argo would at least talk in his sleep. Suddenly, D'Argo gasps and 
thrashes up, asking wildly, "What would you like me to say?!" Crichton puts a hand on 
D'Argo's heaving chest to calm him and says, "Whoa -- what about 'great to be 
back'?" D'Argo, panicked, asks if he was away. Sure as hell was. He was out for days, 
but Crichton lost track of time. Crichton wants to know if D'Argo knows who he is, if he 
recognizes him. Of course D'Argo does but he does not recognize where they are. 
"AM | DEAD?!" D'Argo bellows. Before Crichton can answer that, while he himself 
might exist all celestially lit with halos and blue nightgowns in other people's heavens, 
they aren't actually dead, D'Argo grabs Crichton around the back of the head, shaking 


him and bellows again, "AM | DEAD?!" Crichton seriously assures him that he isn't 
dead, which D'Argo finds hysterical. Once he recovers a bit, he asks why the hell they 
aren't dead. Aeryn found them, scooped them out of space, brought them to their 
current location, and then took off to do some grocery shopping. "This rock scores a 
nine on atmosphere but only a two on food and water," Crichton explains. "We have a 
lot to thank her for," D'Argo says in that ponderous tone that never fails to remind me 
of Klingons talking about honor, mass murder, and their version of Hamlet. Crichton 
agrees. 
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On some abandoned landing strip, Aeryn gives Talyn a call. Crais responds, asking 
what took her so long. There isn't a big enough font for how dun-dun-DUN! that is. 
Aeryn explains that she can't always get away on schedule, "Don't forget | have to 
give Crichton a reason for my absence." More duns! "He still has no knowledge of 
our...arrangement?" Crais asks archly. He makes it sound like they have a Max and 
Rebecca DeWinter "arrangement" where Rebecca can have all kinds of sex with her 
gay cousin in a beach shack as long as she doesn't drag Manderly's name through 
the mud. Aeryn confirms that Crichton is in the dark. Crais thinks it might "facilitate" 
matters if Crichton were told the truth. "No," Aeryn interrupts. "Eventually, you'll have 
to," Crais reminds her. "Only when it's too late for him to interfere," Aeryn says and 
hangs up, rubbing her forehead. And the duns just keep flying! 

Back at the abandoned mine, Crichton asks if D'Argo's memory is okay. He was 
without oxygen long enough to scare the nice and tight pants off Crichton. This bit of 
emotional information is delivered along with an appropriately manly punch to 
D'Argo's arm to de-sissify the whole thing. The last thing D'Argo remembers was the 
Gammak base being destroyed, "A magnificent sight." Crichton agrees and confirms 
that Moya got away. "But Talyn," he adds. "'Talyn'?" D'Argo repeats skeptically. 
"Moya's baby," John tells him. "Awful name," D'Argo says, repulsed. Of course he 
wouldn't like a name that Aeryn chose. Crichton tells D'Argo that Crais kidnapped the 
newborn ship. "We should NEVER have let him live!" D'Argo announces. "Yeah, | 
know," Crichton says in a fatigued can-we-get-past-this-already? tone. The command 
carrier is still in the area, Aeryn's spotted marauders in the asteroid field, but the 
Peacekeepers haven't located them yet. "So, now we have to evade Scorpius, and 
then we have to find Crais, remove him from Talyn --" D'Argo breaks off, annoyed, 
"Who the yotz named him Talyn?" His face is all screwed up in disgust. "I did!" Aeryn 
announces, marching in, "After my father." She tosses a crinkly metallic bag of food at 
Crichton. | guess she found a vending machine somewhere. "Aeryn," Crichton says 
pointedly, "Check who finally woke up from his little siesta." "Yes, | have eyes, 
Crichton," Aeryn says, making herself busy with other things and not looking at either 
of them. "I have eyes as well," D'Argo breathes, all lover-like in his appreciation, "And 
they're very pleased to see you alive." Aeryn angrily holds his gaze for the briefest of 
moments and continues fussing around. Crichton asks what her deal is. She explains 
that all she found was a little water, so she has to go right back out again. D'Argo 
thinks if the asteroid is so Motel 6, maybe they should consider moving. Crichton 
agrees. Aeryn doesn't. She says it's the only asteroid that can hide them from the 
marauder patrols. Crichton argues since D'Argo is now awake, they get up in the 
prowler and signal Moya to come pick them up. Aeryn reminds him that they don't 


even know if Moya is in range and they can't outrun a command carrier, so they have 
to stay hidden. More arguing about how long Scorpius can go on looking for John 
before he tires of it. Crichton knows that Scorpy wants him bad, real bad, so he's not 
going to give up anytime soon. D'Argo announces, "When the prowler's fuel runs out, 
we starve. As John once said, 'l would rather go down on a swing --" Crichton 
contorts his brow for the briefest of moments as he tries to figure out where swings 
come into it all before correcting D'Argo in an undertone, "Swinging.' That you want 
‘to go down swinging." "Swinging," D'Argo corrects himself, also in an undertone. I'll 
never be able to do justice to some of the interplay between these characters, but the 
line delivery here is incredibly natural and perfect. It's one of those little touches that 
really makes this show work on a very basic level and also convinces you how well 
the entire cast clicks. | mean, the chemistry between Browder and Black is 
undeniable, but the chemistry between Browder and Simcoe is almost as powerful 
and satisfying. In a totally different way, of course. | mean, | find D'Argo's chin 
extension so phallic that | really don't need that image in my head, you know? They 
argue some more before Aeryn shrieks at them to shut up, "If not for me you'd both be 
dead, all right? So stop fighting me!" Girl's got a point. Crichton gives D'Argo a look 
like, "Something's going on here" as he slaps a canister of something into the Luxan's 
hand. D'Argo's look answers back, "I know, but we can't get it out of her yet." 
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Moya seems to have survived the Sheyang attack as she soars through space. 
Chiana, much calmer then when we last saw her, tries to get Rygel to eat. | know! 
Rygel going for more than five minutes without something in his mouth is 
Hynerianorexia! Rygel's sudden loss of appetite is because, as Pilot explains, Moya is 
returning to the asteroid field where she last saw Talyn. She insists on looking for her 
son despite the risks. Rygel announces loudly that a Peacekeeper command carrier is 
slightly more than a "risk." Pilot informs them that he and Moya think they can get into 
the asteroid field undetected. Chiana reminds him that they are still defenseless. Not, 
entirely, Pilot corrects her. "Humph! As good as -- all we have is that antiquated 
defense screen we took from the wreck of the Zelbinion," Rygel reminds them as the 
camera spans over to show a junk of wires sitting in a dark corner. Chiana wants to 
know if that "pile of dren" is even functional. Rygel will have DRDs get to work on it. 
DRDs happily respond with flicks of light and zooming noises. | want one. I'll bet 
they're dead useful in the kitchen. Pilot placidly continues that Moya doesn't 
understand their distress since they might find Aeryn, Crichton, and D'Argo along with 
Talyn. "If they could have gotten out, they would have by now," Chiana says with 
angry tearfulness and walks out. Yeah, see, at this point we don't actually know how 
much time has passed between the events of the finale and now. Especially since 
there was all that monkeying around with the air date of "Dream a Little Dream." In 
fact, knowing the events of "Dream a Little Dream" helps explain why Zhaan is acting 
so overly pollinated. 

Command carrier. Scorpius' personal attendant pushes a button on the side of his 
head and his lightstick container spins out. It sort of looks like the canister used in 
drive-through banks. | loved those things. Of course, they weren't all covered in 
squidgy red brain lumps and strands as this is. Scorpius winces with black lips and 
teeth. Dude needs some SERIOUS chloride treatments. The attendant removes the 


red lightstick and replaces it with a blue one. The canister spins back in, vapor 
collecting around it. Hey, look at that -- Scorpius has his own definition of "letting off 
steam." A male voice announces, "Four patrol ships still report nothing, sir." He sort of 
falters over the "sir" but since it's Brick-a-Braca, we don't know if it's the shock of 
seeing his boss loaded up with lightsticks or because he's already so much in love 
with Scorpius that his breath naturally catches in his throat every time he gazes on his 
beloved's wrinkled, skull-like face. Braca goes on that there's no trace of Talyn or 
Crichton, "Nothing." Scorpius glares at him and says he comprehends the meaning of 
the word "nothing." Man, if | worked for him, I'd have serious breakdowns every time 
he glared. And then I'd write a book called The Devil Wears Latex. Scorpius wonders 
if it was a mistake to pull back and let the rogue prowler rescue Crichton after he 
ejected himself. Braca reminds him that he had little choice. "Oh, true, he would have 
chosen to perish rather than be saved by us, but --" Scorpius yanks Braca close to 
him, " -- the prowler eluded capture and continues to." Their faces are very close. 
Braca stammers around his boner that in an asteroid field that size they may never 
find the rogue prowler. "Time for a change of tactics," Scorpius singsongs. And for a 
change of pants for Braca. 
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Talyn drifts in the asteroid field. Inside the ship, Crais orders, "Talyn, stop this 
senseless behavior! Your mother has gone, do you understand? Moya has 
abandoned you!" Crais is such a dick. Talyn flashes lights and makes sad bloopy 
sounds. Crais demands to know what he is doing and then orders him to power down 
his engines at once because leaving the protection of the asteroid field is suicidal. "I 
know you detest all this hiding. You're a gunship, a warrior!" Crais growls proudly, 
"You want to move, to fight, but you're not yet strong enough to take on a command 
carrier." Aeryn walks in, presenting us with the human parallel to Talyn, the ship she 
christened and helped nurture as an embryo. She, too, is a warrior who detests hiding 
and would rather fight than hide. But she has grown up in a year and realizes there 
are some battles that cannot be won. She also discovered that the more emotional 
connections you make, the less you want to go down in a deadly blaze of glory. Talyn, 
however, will never really be given a chance to grow up and know any emotional 
connections aside from Aeryn and Crais. Therefore, he is doomed to go down ina 
deadly blaze of glory. My, that got frightfully English major-y. I'll try and control myself 
in the future. Crais tells Aeryn, "He's going berserk -- talk to him!" The father turning in 
frustration to the mother in order to have her deal more gently and effectively with 
their child is clearly evident here. | wonder if Crais would have the same issues if 
Talyn were a girl. Come to think of it, is it just because Talyn is all testosteroned up 
with guns and armor that he is considered a boy? Usually all ships are given the 
female pronoun but then again, we are in the UT, so anything goes | guess. Smilingly, 
Aeryn affectionately runs her hands along a ceiling bulkhead -- something Daddy 
Crais failed to do -- and asks calmly, "Talyn, what's the matter?" At the sound of her 
voice and the touch of her hands, Talyn immediately bloops more calmly. "Show us," 
Aeryn says in response. More bloops. "There's no reason to be afraid, I'm here," 
Aeryn assures him. She then adds, "So is Crais." They want to help him. Talyn bloops 
more happily. Aeryn again asks to see what is upsetting him. There's some clicks and 
whirring. "Communications," Crais determines. Aeryn joins him at a console and 


notes, "Broadband transmissions -- random noises mixed with distortion spikes." 
"Scorpius," Crais concludes. Aeryn goes back to touching Talyn. Again smiling, she 
tells him the noises are meant to scare him and to make him run. "Talyn," Crais 
instructs severely, "Don't play into the hand of your enemy. Remain right where you 
are." Crais looks over at Aeryn and adds, "You're brave enough to do that, aren't 
you?" He's tempered his tone to be a bit more encouraging and gentle. Talyn lets off a 
stream of cooing bloops as he shuts down his powered-up engines. "Very good, 
Talyn," Aeryn smiles. Crais asks Talyn to excuse them for a moment. Her hands off 
Talyn now, Aeryn tells Crais that D'Argo is awake, and he and Crichton are both 
itching to leave. Crais steps up very close behind Aeryn, who doesn't seem to mind it. 
Or maybe she just doesn't notice. Standing slightly behind Aeryn, Crais props his arm 
on a bulkhead (the standing version of the arm slung over the top of a couch) but it's 
not clear if he's actually touching her. Aeryn tells Crais not to even suggest 
abandoning D'Argo and Crichton because that wasn't part of their arrangement. "We 
can't leave just yet," Crais says, infusing the "we" with suspicious intimacy and 
ownership. Crais explains that Talyn is too young, he hasn't any weapons yet, he can't 
starburst, and he keeps ignoring his commands. Aeryn smiles fondly and sort of 
inclines her head toward Crais'. "Can't command a leviathan, you can only persuade," 
she explains. Crais reminds her that as Talyn is part-leviathan, part-Peacekeeper, he 
is designed to take orders. Aeryn turns to face Crais. Again, they are standing oddly 
close together in a way that implies more than just an attempt to get them both in the 
shot. Aeryn asks Crais to let her talk to Talyn, "Alone." Crais refuses gently, "I'm willing 
to share command of Talyn, | will not relinquish it." Aeryn smiles softly and seems to 
be looking at Crais's lips. What the hell is going on and why didn't | ever pick up on it 
before? 
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Back on the asteroid, Crichton teaches D'Argo Rock, Paper, Scissors. D'Argo laughs 
heartily and announces that he wins again. Crichton corrects him; his paper wraps 
D'Argo's rock. Dirty. D'Argo argues that paper can't possibly beat rock, "Rock rips 
through paper!" It's a sound argument. Crichton tries to explain, but D'Argo tells him 
it's "unrealistic," which just makes me giggle so hard. "Well, it's the RULES, and it's 
not supposed to be realistic it's supposed to be ENTERTAINING!" Crichton says, 
neatly summing up Farscape. D'Argo mutters that his coma was more entertaining as 
Aeryn stalks in, angry and incommunicative. Finally grabbing her by her sweat-slicked 
arm, Crichton spins Aeryn around and asks her quietly how many times they've saved 
each other lives. She's lost count but agrees it's more than once. "Right, and how 
many times have you and | been close?" Crichton asks. Aeryn darts a look at D'Argo 
and furrows up to John, whispering, "Just the once." BAMP! That's for the American 
audience who didn't get the originally cutting of "A Human Reaction" that clearly 
showed Crichton and Aeryn the Morning After. Crichton ducks his head away from 
D'Argo's interested gaze, pulls on his ear, and mutters, "Not that kind of close." "Oh, 
um, FRIEND CLOSE!" Aeryn says loudly, "Yes, um, more than once." Now come on, 
writers -- if that's what he meant, why did he say "how many times have we been 
close"? Because there's no other interpretation of that, really. It's a pretty awkward 
way of asking, "how many times have we been friends." Why not just, "how long have 
we been close"? | know he really meant the friend thing and they were trying make a 


funny out of it, but | think it was an unwieldy way to dialogue it. They could have found 
another way to make sure the U.S. audience knew about The Sex. Crichton points out 
that they should be at a stage where they can trust each other and he thinks Aeryn's 
holding something back. He wants her to look him in the eye and tell him he's wrong. 
She can't. She walks away, not facing them, and says they aren't going to like what 
she has to say. "In order to save your lives, | had to make a deal with Crais," she 
begins. "WHAT?!" D'Argo bellows. See, after Moya starbursted, Crais signaled Aeryn 
with coordinates of an asteroid with an oxygen atmosphere. She never would have 
found it on her own and Crichton and D'Argo were close to suffocating. So, they didn't 
have oxygen in the prowler? Or did she lasso them and tow them through space to 
the oxygenated asteroid? How did she retrieve them anyway? Does the prowler have 
a mouth-like opening that can scoop things inside? Oh, right: not realistic, 
entertaining. Aeryn says that when Moya left, Talyn got upset and stopped obeying 
Crais, so she helped calm him down and started coaching him to obey Crais. "Oh, 
well, that makes sense," Crichton says laughing mirthlessly, "You're helping Talyn 
obey the man who KIDNAPPED HIMI" Aeryn yells back that she didn't have another 
choice. D'Argo thinks she should have let them die. Aeryn disagrees quite loudly. 
D'Argo's most concerned that Talyn has weaponry and now the Peacekeepers are in 
possession of that weaponry. More yelling. Aeryn finally shouts, "I told you you 
wouldn't like what | had to say!" "Well, | don't!" Crichton agrees. "Neither do I!" D'Argo 
adds. Heh. "Yeah, well, it's all we have," Aeryn almost sneers at D'Argo. "No, it isn't," 
he says and tongue-lashes her into unconsciousness. That trick never fails to 
entertain. Can you imagine what the Klingons would do with a feature like that? 
They'd start Klingon Kamps for tongue strengthening and probably graft weighted 
spikes on the end of it to make it a more effective weapon. Of course, to 
tongue-smack someone would be without honor. 
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Crichton and D'Argo plan to get Talyn away from Crais. Crichton comments that Aeryn 
is going to be majorly pissed off when she wakes up. "It was a time-saver," D'Argo 
dismisses and then announces he's going to be the one to break Crais. "D'Argo, you 
couldn't break wind right now!" Crichton argues. They both owe Crais and they both 
want their pound of flesh. They look at each other for a moment and then 
rock-paper-scissors it. Crichton's scissors beat D'Argo's paper, so Crichton takes off. 
On Moya, Zhaan continues to go bughouse and refuses to oblige Chiana by talking 
Pilot out of going back to the asteroid field. 

The mining rock. Aeryn sits on the floor and rubs her neck. She tells D'Argo that 
without Crais' help, they'll never get out alive. D'Argo doubts that Crais plans on letting 
them escape at all even if, as Aeryn says, Crais no longer considers himself a 
Peacekeeper. D'Argo points out, "If he has deserted the Peacekeepers, then his 
loyalties lie only to himself, which makes him even more dangerous, not less." D'Argo 
is like the old man in the Sesame Street cartoons who sits on a hill and doles out bon 
mots all day. He's very wise. 

Talyn. Crais scrambles a communiquA© and asks for confirmation. "Scramble 
confirmed," Scorpius purrs, "Proceed." D'oh! Crais starts to talk about Talyn, but 
Scorpius doesn't give a rat's ass about the shipling and just wants to know where 
Crichton is. Crais doesn't know. Aeryn still doesn't trust him enough to tell him. Not 


wanting to be diverted from his favorite subject, Crais brings up that Scorpius' 
"spurious" transmissions panic Talyn and make reaching out to him even harder. 
Scorpius paces around his dark red room and tells Crais that he was late in getting 
back to him, so he concluded that Crais was incapacitated, therefore, he attempted to 
retrieve Talyn. His interest in the gunship lies only with using it to get to Crichton. 
"Deliver Crichton to me, and | will allow you to keep the gunship," Scorpius drawls. 
Crais requests that Scorpius "demonstrate some of the formidable patience [he's] 
always bragging [he] possess[es]." Scorpius calmly tells him that is patience is indeed 
formidable, but it isn't endless. Scorpius is so cool. 

Crais talks encouragingly to Talyn about Scorpius not wanting him and how he, Crais, 
and Aeryn are all in the same boat and should trust each other. At the end of this 
speech, Crichton jumps into view with Wynonna. "Crichton!" Crais exclaims. Crichton 
drops his gun and holds up his hands in mock apology, laughing, "I Know, | know, 
sorry. You know, | should've CALLED but | was in the NEIGHBORHOOD, thought I'd 
DROP in, say hi." His neck is all bulgy and angry, which makes his practically 
whispered delivery of "say hi" even more genius. Crichton steps into Talyn's command 
center and hisses, "How ya doin'?" Crais demands to know where Aeryn is and if he's 
harmed her. Crichton splutters over Crais asking him that and wants to know if 
Sebaceans have a word for chutzpah. They do, it's "Aeryn." Crichton checks out Talyn 
and makes vaguely threatening comments in Crais' direction. Crais tells him that he's 
unarmed but that Crichton should be warned because Talyn regards him as a friend. 
Cocking his head with interest at Crais, Crichton says, "Interesting. | heard that you 
had a long way to go in that department." "| have; nevertheless | believe that he would 
react badly to my death and retaliate by killing you," Crais responds. Crichton points 
out that if Crais is dead, Talyn is out of his clutches and he considers that a fair price. 
Crais tells Crichton that neither of them wants Talyn in Scorpius’ hands. Finally, 
Crichton asks just what it is Crais wants. Crais wants to escape and go deep into the 
UT where he can reexamine his path. "You wanna have a mid-life crisis?" Crichton 
asks, "Fine, just ditch the firm, head off to Maui, shack up with a supermodel, but YOU 
DO NOT GET TO KEEP THE PORCHE!"" How much of that do you think Crais 
actually comprehended? If the translator microbes didn't throw a syntax error at 
"Maui," they definitely gave up the ghost at "supermodel," and they fritzed the fuck out 
at "Porche." "You do not get the keys to Moya's baby," Crichton finishes quietly. "Talyn, 
intruder," Crais says calmly. Guns swing around in Talyn's perpetually flowing mist 
(what's that about anyway? It is Talyn's breath, or something?) and point at Crichton, 
who grabs Crais to use him as a shield. He presses Wynonna to Crais' neck and tells 
him, "You're about to lose your head, now tell Talyn to put away the toys." Crais just 
says, "Talyn," and Talyn retracts his guns. "Now open the hatch," Crichton orders. 
Crais raises one hand and the doors open. Cool. Crichton says they're going to go for 
a little ride. Talyn bloops and trills after them. 
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Moya. Rygel is woken from his nap as his hover Rascal is thrown backward into 
bulkhead. Pilot needlessly explains that Moya is accelerating. She heard a 
transmission from Talyn broadcasting that he's in great pain. Chiana joins Rygel and 
says that Moya is in "full lunatic mother mode." "She'll blunder right into Scorpius' bad 
teeth," Rygel agrees. Chiana quietly wonders about the two of them escaping on 


Crichton's Farscape 1 module. | guess it's probably fair of them to assume that 
Zhaan's got her stamen so far up her pistil, she wouldn't even notice if Moya got shot 
out of space. Pilot hears and seethes a bit. No one seethes like Pilot seethes. Rygel 
muses over Chiana's suggestion and reminds her that there aren't many hospitable 
planets around. Pilot growls in his chamber. Chiana whispers that Pilot and Moya 
didn't abandon them during Zhaan's trial, so they should stay. "Stupid though it may 
be," Rygel agrees. "There is a transport pod available should you not wish to 
accompany us," Pilot points out primly. Chiana snaps her head up and pretends they 
would never think of leaving them. Pilot scoffs quietly with curled lip. If Pilot can be 
said to have lips. 

Command carrier. Scorpius and Braca have a back and forth which makes it clear 
they sent out the Talyn distress signal to trap Moya. 

Moya approaches the asteroid field. Pilot announces that they are nearing the point of 
Talyn's transmission but there's no sign of him. "Any other ships around?" Rygel asks. 
"None," Pilot scans, "Wait, a prowler!" Pilot says the prowler is changing course to 
intersect with theirs. "It's been a thrill, Your Frogness," Chiana says dejectedly to 
Rygel, who responds, graciously, "May your afterlife be almost as pleasant as mine." 
Pilot notes that the prowler hasn't initiated any communications, not even back to its 
command carrier, and is maneuvering as if it wants to dock. "You don't think..." Rygel 
gasps. "No," Chiana says firmly, "It couldn't be." She then tells Pilot to let the prowler 
dock and runs off. 

The prowler docks. Chiana takes cover with a gun. The docking bay doors slide open 
and Crichton, dragging Crais, saunters in. "Yo, Chi!" he calls, "Whaddup?" The music 
swells happily. "STAY where you FRELLING ARE!" Chiana screams. The music 
peters out pathetically. No, seriously, it's like the entire orchestra just gave up, and 
instead of stopping crisply in unison, you can hear a few half-hearted horns blow their 
last notes in the growing silence. Crichton's face falls. "How do | know it's you?" 
Chiana asks. Crichton offers his birthmarks up for inspection. Chiana might take him 
up on that but wants to know why he didn't signal. "Cause the bad guys might be 
listenin'," Crichton explains as if to a child. Chiana, gun still raised, asks what 
Crichton's doing with Crais. "What, this guy?" Crichton asks, giving a glowering Crais 
a big kiss on the top of his head, "Putting this guy back in his cell!" He shoves the 
manacled Crais to the ground and looks at Chiana, waiting. Chiana stares, gasping, 
before jumping up and flying at him. Literally, flying. She's like a grey Sandy Duncan. 
do believe in fairies, | do believe in fairies, Idoldoldo! Chiana gasps and giggles and 
hugs Crichton. They spin around together as Crais lies patiently on the floor. A DRD 
raises its little gun and moves closer to Crais' head, as threatening as a kitten on 
wheels can be. Crais eyes him, annoyed. Hee. 
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Crichton visits Zhaanaloon's lair, greeting her with, "Hey, Blue." Zhaan just sits there, 
her arms partially raised, her palms facing the sky. "Hey, darlin,’ can you hear me?" 
Crichton asks, stepping in front of her. "Certainly | can hear you, John," Zhaan says 
calmly, "| can always hear you." Crichton "uh-huhs" unconvincingly and asks if she's 
okay. "Perfectly," Zhaan says. Chiana peers around the corner and watches them 
intently. Zhaan says she's not at all surprised to see him and then apologizes for 
shouting at him. Crichton laughs slightly and tells her it's okay. "Um, when exactly was 


that?" he asks. "On Litigara. | accused you of not being there for me," Zhaan tells him 
steadily, her eyes wide, "I realize now that wasn't true." Crichton carefully says that he 
doesn't think he's ever been to Litigara but he's there now. "Yes, your spirit is with me, 
flesh is unimportant," Zhaan agrees. "It's kinda important,” Crichton says. | agree: 
Crichton flesh is veeeeery important. Zhaan tips her head at him. Crichton starts 
laughing uproariously and says he's not dead. "She thinks I'm dead," Crichton 
confides nervously in a laughing aside to Chiana. Chiana smiles cautiously, knowing 
what's coming. Crichton promises that he's real. "Yes, John, you always will be to me," 
Zhaan says as she puts her hand to his face and ear fucks him. We haven't seen that 
since the premiere, right? Guess she only pulls it out for life and death occasions. 
John falls to the floor and gasps. Zhaan goes back to her praying posture, and we can 
now see she has crystals in each hand. After a moment, John gets to his feet, digging 
into his ear with his finger. | guess eargasms are itchy? John asks what the hell is 
going on. Chiana relays that Pilot thinks nothing wrong and just that Zhaan has 
resumed the Delvian Seek. John asks if she thinks this is normal. "You tell me -- 
you've seen more Delvians than | have," Chiana points out. "You think that's a help?" 
John asks. Hee. 

On the Rock, D'Argo plays Rock, Paper, Scissors with himself and gets frustrated 
when both hands keep throwing the same thing. He's so endearingly thick at times. 
Aeryn tells him they're running out of food, so he should conserve his energy. D'Argo 
would rather die sooner than later if he's to die on the asteroid and invites Aeryn to eat 
him if he dies first. "You don't look ripe to me," Aeryn responds calmly, closing her 
magnificent eyes. Crichton enters and tells them to hop on board. Pilot comms 
Crichton -- boy, it's been fucking long since | typed that particular verb -- and says that 
Talyn is about to leave the asteroid field. 
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PK Command Carrier. Braca tells Scorpius that Talyn is leaving the asteroid field, and 
Moya is pursuing. Scorpius wants the Command Carrier to follow them at a discreet 
distance, "They must not see us until they are too far from the asteroid field to hide 
again." Braca protests that they won't be able to follow Moya if she starbursts. 
Scorpius patiently explains that she won't starburst because Talyn can't. Scorpius 
gives the orders that he wants Crichton alive but cares for no other prisoners. Coals 
on Braca's head. 

Moya zooms. "Spar-KY!" Crichton calls, striding into the Center Chamber with D'Argo. 
Rygel gasps. Rygel gasps some more. Rygel keeps gasping until it becomes apparent 
that there's actually something wrong. Crichton looks at D'Argo, who shrugs and says, 
"Even | am pleased to see you" to Rygel. Rygel continues to gasp wordlessly. "Are, 
uh, are you not well?" D'Argo infers, raising a finger in an "a-ha" gesture. Crichton 
asks if he needs a "Hynerian Heimlich" and goes over to perform just that. He jerks 
the puppet around. HANDS ON THE PUPPET! "Fine, I'll be just fine," Rygel says 
weakly but starts gasping again at the site of Aeryn. "Slight case of the intons," Rygel 
explains. Aeryn explains, slightly puzzled, "It's a Hynerian airway seizure caused by 
very strong emotions." Crichton and D'Argo start laughing. Crichton didn't know Rygel 
had strong emotions in him. "Other than greed, of course," D'Argo adds. "A simple 
reaction to the shock of seeing you all again," Rygel says in dignified tones. Didn't 
Chiana tell him they were back? | mean, Crichton went to get Aeryn and D'Argo, you'd 


think Chiana would have spread the news. Even if it was just to Rygel. Not realistic, 
entertaining. Not realistic, entertaining. Not realistic, entertaining. It could almost 
replace "om." Pilot comms that it is good to have them back aboard. Crichton tells 
Pilot they missed him. "Very much," Aeryn adds and asks about Talyn. Talyn is 
distraught and continues to flee and ignore Moya. Aeryn asks Moya's permission to 
try and contact Talyn. Once permission is granted, Aeryn tries to explain to Talyn that 
he doesn't have to run and that she genuinely cares about him. "At least let me know 
that you can hear what I'm saying," Aeryn says, a bit frustrated. Crichton lightly grabs 
her arm and whispers she might want to give it a rest, "Poor kid's confused, he 
doesn't know who to listen to." Aeryn doesn't think Moya's chase is helping matters. 
Crichton decides to have a talk with Pilot. 
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Pilot tells Crichton that Moya doesn't want to let Talyn get any further from her. 
Crichton finally backs down saying, "Maybe Mom really does know best." 

Aeryn visits Moody Blues, who is now making things chime by waving crystals around. 
Next she'll be playing "She'll Be Coming 'Round the Boudong" on wineglass rims. 
Zhaan tells Aeryn that she's pursuing some phase or another of the Seek and adds, "I 
love you." Aeryn: "What?" "I love you," Zhaan repeats. Aeryn jumps up half-groaning, 
"Ooh, yes, | did hear it the first time." Aeryn stutters a bit, but Zhaan interrupts her 
with, "I love all living beings. The Seek has reopened my eyes to the wonder of the 
spirit. | am now going to redevote my life to it." | ran into someone at the Berkeley 
farmers' market who said the exact same thing! | wonder if Zhaan also smells like an 
exotic mixture of patchouli and tofu and screams when people buy white bread 
instead of sprouted wheat. Aeryn nods, "Well, | think that's...really selfish, actually." 
Her voice shaking with suppressed emotion, Aeryn tells Zhaan to look around her big 
blue ass because Moya and Talyn are freaking out and are in danger. Zhaan pauses 
in her chiming and says that worldly things don't interest her any more. Aeryn shoots 
back if that's the case, Zhaan needs to shut the fuck up about how she loves Aeryn. 
Zhaan's face contorts slightly but she visibly regains control and starts to explain, 
"Love in its most rarified sense --"""Too rarified for me," Aeryn snaps, "I'm just an 
ignorant warrior who believes that love means you're willing to fight and die for your 
fellow living beings." Zhaan watches Aeryn storm off. She tries to go back to chiming, 
but the crystal just sounds out crashes and disharmony, showing her shattered peace 
of mind. 

From inside his cell, Crais taunts D'Argo for being an atypical Luxan, "You left your 
military service to raise a family upon a rural planet." D'Argo growls at Crais to spare 
him his disapproval. Crais doesn't disapprove, however, he himself grew up in a 
farming community until the Peacekeepers dragged him into service. "My wife was a 
Sebacean, tell me you approve of that," D'Argo challenges him. Tell me why D'Argo's 
even bothering to visit Crais. Crais agrees that he doesn't approve because all 
Sebaceans abhor interspecies mingling, however he blames that abhorrence on 
Peacekeeper training. "As such, it needs to be questioned, re-examined," Crais notes. 
D'Argo sourly observes that a containment cell is a good place for reflection. 
Enthused, Crais agrees, citing Zhaan's initial pursuit of the Delvian Seek during her 
incarceration aboard Moya, "But | cannot stay here. Talyn needs me." "Too frelling 
bad," D'Argo retorts and adds that he's going to have to get used to the idea that he's 


never getting aboard Talyn again, regardless of his promises to keep the shipling out 
of Peacekeeper hands. Crais asks if D'Argo was happy before he was imprisoned. 
"Happier than you can ever imagine," D'Argo says. "Then | envy you," Crais says. 
Huh? 
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Command Carrier. Braca notes that both leviathans are decelerating. "Either they 
have no plan whatsoever, or they are about to implement one, which isn't immediately 
apparent,” Scorpius determines. Brilliant, dude. | guess that kind of smarts is why you 
get to wear the flappy beetle wings. Scorpius tells Braca that their response will be the 
same in either case. Braca tentatively looks at him. "Overtake. AND ENGAGE!" 
Scorpius finishes angrily. 

Moya. Aeryn and Crichton dash into the Center Chamber. Pilot confirms that the 
Command Carrier is upon them and nearing firing range. "Scorpius," Crichton shakes 
his head, "He just can't live without me." Don't let Braca hear you talk like that. He'll kill 
you if you try anything. Talyn powers up his cannons. Pilot announces that Talyn is 
aiming at Moya. Talyn fires. Talyn tells Moya that was a warning shot. He has 
demands. He wants a captain because he is afraid and doesn't know what to do about 
the Command Carrier. "Oh, like we do?" Chiana squeaks. Shut up, Chiana. Pilot says 
Talyn insists on guidance. "Ouch, well let's get that boy some guidance before he 
turns into a full-blown Menendez brother." Aeryn takes off but stops when Pilot adds 
that Talyn is specifically asking for Crais. Aeryn and Crichton scream about this. Talyn 
will fire again unless he gets Crais. Moya refuses to do any evasive maneuvers 
because she doesn't think Talyn will fire. Crichton orders the defensive screen up just 
in case. It shimmers patchily up, Talyn fires, and the screen shatters down again. 
Crichton flings Chiana out of the way as the defense screen whosiwhatsit explodes all 
over the Center Chamber. 

After what would have been a commercial break, the defense screen hisses and 
steams. Crichton bitches, "Man, haven't you people heard of fuses?” Pilot, smartly 
ignoring yet another of Crichton's Undecipherables, comments, "Moya's unhurt, but 
the defense screen is out." Another blast will really hurt Moya, and the Command 
Carrier will be trolling their neighborhood soon. Aeryn strides off to escort Crais to 
Talyn. "And then what?" Crichton argues, "we leave Talyn in Crais' control?" "His and 
mine, I'll stay aboard Talyn with Crais," Aeryn says. Crichton doesn't like this idea at 
all and wants to know how long she plans on doing that. "For as long as necessary to 
protect Talyn. He's very intelligent, John, once he matures he'll no longer want a 
captain," Aeryn explains. Crichton starts to say, "Yeah, but in the meantime --" Aeryn 
interrupts that she'll be there to mitigate any Crais damage. Crichton doesn't think 
Crais will go for that. "Yes, he will. He's already offered to take me with him," Aeryn 
admits. An oboe tweedles down slowly. Crichton walks closer to Aeryn and asks if 
she'd really do that. Aeryn doesn't think she has a choice. Crichton tells her there are 
always choices. "The only other choice is death for everyone, Talyn included,” Aeryn 
insists. Crichton's face jumps around, "Well, I'm not gonna let you go with him." "There 
isn't another solution," Aeryn says sadly. "There has to be," Crichton grits. "We're out 
of time," Aeryn says brokenly and walks off. Crichton says her name once. She stops. 
But we cut to Crais, so we don't get to know what, if anything, was said. 
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The doors to Crais' cell open and Crichton calls, "Your nephew wants to see you." 
Crais calmly clears his throat and walks out, "| knew he would. Eventually." Crais 
looks at Aeryn and tells her to make her choice. He nods over at Crichton. Aeryn 
smiles a bit and says she wants to go with him. Crais makes a smug little speech to 
Crichton about how this is beneficial for everyone except Scorpius. Aeryn looks like 
she's about to cry. Without looking at Crais, Crichton tells him that he doesn't like the 
plan and never will, so he better behave himself with Talyn and with Aeryn. He now 
turns to Crais, "Because if you hurt either one of them, I'm going to hunt you down..." 
Crais is amused by this, "That would complete the symmetry nicely, wouldn't it?" 

With Crichton trailing sullenly behind, Crais and Aeryn march off to Moya's docking 
bay. Crichton stops just behind Aeryn. As if she feels his eyes like a hand on her back, 
Aeryn turns around to look at him. "Last time we stood here, we didn't say goodbye," 
Crichton says softly. "But it wasn't goodbye, as it turns out," Aeryn reminds him, all 
welled-up around the eyes. Crichton and Aeryn each put a hand up and interlace their 
fingers. It's more intimate than a kiss. Over by the prowler, Crais provides levity by 
looking thoroughly sickened by the display. "Here's hoping history repeats itself," 
Crichton murmurs. Aeryn holds his look and then turns to Talyn. Crichton steps back 
and allows the bay doors to close in front of him, separating him from Aeryn. 

Crais flaps aboard Talyn, announcing their return. The both give Talyn some orders, 
and Talyn responds by raising something up from the dry ice suffused floor. Aeryn 
asks what it is. It's the God Machine. "It's the Hand of Friendship," Crais tells her, "It's 
the greatest honor it can bestow. The chain-linked metal arm waves around. Crais 
wipes his mouth -- drooling already, is he? -- and asks Talyn who it's for. Talyn bloops 
deeply then shines a big spotlight on Crais. Aeryn looks ruefully disappointed. Crais 
looks beatific. "Thank you," he says casting his eyes reverently downward, "| humbly 
accept." He turns around and rips his coat off to expose the back of his neck. Aeryn 
doesn't think this is a good idea. The Hand of Friendship raises to Crais' neck. Aeryn 
looks hurt. The Hand of Friendship rears back like a cobra preparing to strike. A disk 
with lots of small, puncturing wires is at the end. The Hand of Friendship strikes, 
driving the spiked disk into the back of Crais' neck. Crais screams. The Hand of 
Friendship zips back into the floor. Aeryn demands to know what's happening. Crais 
sort of convulses. His neck bleeds from all the punctures. Crais falls to the floor. 
"Talyn, what have you done?" Aeryn screams. | remember hoping Talyn was so smart 
that he learned Crais was the one who tortured leviathans with control collars and now 
was getting him back by killing him. "What is that?" Aeryn asks, stepping over Crais. 
Crais staggers up and explains it's a neural transponder, a direct interface with Talyn. 
Crais can command everything on Talyn now. "You command him?" Aeryn demands. 
"Every system -- it's indescribable," Crais mutters, "It's a pity you can't experience it." 
Aeryn starts to remind Crais that they were going to share command. "Talyn chose 
otherwise," Crais interrupts. Aeryn thinks Talyn needs both of them. "No, we no longer 
need you,” Crais says, "Talyn can only have one master. You can return to Moya." 
Aeryn refuses. "You must, he and | are of like mind on this," Crais tells her. Aeryn 
orders Crais to remove the neural transponder. Crais doesn't respond. Aeryn repeats 
herself and grabs her gun out of her leg holster, "Take it off or | will!" Talyn points guns 
at Aeryn. Crais knocks the gun out of Aeryn's hand and they fight. If there ever was a 
Peacekeeper equivalent to a well-fed, complacent, corporate suit, Crais is it, and | 


don't care how many hours he spends on the stairmaster at Peacequinox after work, 
Aeryn is so going to kick his ass. Oh, my, but it's nice to finally recap some action in 
this pick-a-little-talk-a-lot episode. They fight, Aeryn clearly rocks, Talyn shoots, they 
fight some more, and Aeryn clearly rocks. Aeryn yells at Talyn that she's not the 
enemy. "We know that, but you cannot stay aboard here, you have fifty microts to get 
back to your prowler before we open that passageway into space. Good health, 
Officer Sun," Crais smugs. 
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Moya. Crichton asks what's going on and why Talyn hasn't tucked under Moya's wing 
for starburst. The Command Carrier is getting closer. Pilot reports that the prowler has 
left Talyn and Aeryn is aboard, asking to return to Moya. 

Command Carrier. Braca and Scorpius prepare to attack and shit. "Scorpius!" Crais 
says suddenly and joyfully on the comm, "My final progress report." Scorpius tells 
Braca to stay his last command. "The gunship is secured, and | am resigning my 
Peacekeeper commission effective immediately." Scorpius tells Crais to "cease this 
nonsense." Crais ignores him and goes on, "And as for Crichton, he is dead. | killed 
him with my bare hands, my brother is avenged. Here ends my report, Captain." 
Scorpius does his famous, scary growl-hiss. | think he's about to go Incredible Hulk 
with his voice here. "Fire upon both leviathans," Scorpius orders, his voice several 
notches lower and deadlier. I'll bet no one steals his lunch out of the office fridge. The 
Command Carrier fires. Crais looks around at Talyn and smiles. Talyn starbursts in a 
much cooler way than Moya. It's almost like he creates a wormhole of light and gets 
sucked into it. Then he spins laterally, bursts, and disappears. 

On Moya, everyone is agog. Pilot confirms that Aeryn is aboard, so they starburst 
away as well. Moya starbursts a peace-loving blue, Talyn starbursts a war-mongering 
red. 

Braca stands uneasily at attention as Scorpius calmly and one-handedly tosses a 
tinfoil ball. Scorpius silkily reminds Bracadoon that his tactical expert was of the 
opinion that Talyn wouldn't be able to starburst for an arn. Scorpius tips his head to 
Braca's quivering (with desire) ear, "Send him to me, so | might educate him." Braca, 
disappointed that he doesn't get a full dressing down, agrees. As he walks out, 
Scorpius gives further orders to start searching for Moya on her most probable 
vectors. Braca, hoping Scorpius would now be able to pierce his plane with his Scorpy 
vector, is worried that his crush is still obsessing over Crichton the Hot. "After all," 
Braca complains, "With Crichton dead..." The two of them could live 
happily-ever-after. "Crichton isn't DEAD!" Scorpius spits. Braca's face falls. "It's merely 
Crais' small attempt to take his revenge upon me," Scorpius explains quite bitterly. He 
reasons that if Crais had actually killed Crichton, he wouldn't have told Scorpius. 
"Crichton is ALIVE!" Scorpius tosses his ball at Braca. Ahem, no comment. "And | will 
find him!" Scorpius flings himself, hissing and preening onto his red velvet armchair. 
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Now it's D'Argo's turn to visit Tangled Up in Blue. "If you are going to sit there ina 
coma, you could at least smile," D'Argo calls gently from the doorway. Zhaan sort of 
snaps out of it, looks over at D'Argo, and smiles, "Sweet D'Argo. | was just thinking." 
"Part of the Seek?" D'Argo wonders, walking in and sitting down. No, Zhaan was just 
thinking that Aeryn is right. She can't immerse herself in the Seek at the price of 


abandoning everyone on Moya. "The next level will always be there," D'Argo reminds 
her, "This one will not." Zhaan decides that they must cherish their existence as well 
as each other. 

In Pilot's Chamber, Aeryn and Crichton sit together. Not facing, Aeryn's back is almost 
nested in Crichton's chest, but the only touching they appear to do is Crichton playing 
with a wisp of her magnificent mane. Aeryn says she failed. Pilot tries to make things 
better by telling them Talyn told Moya he was choosing Crais of his own volition. 
"Yeah, for what that's worth," Crichton notes tiredly. "He'll contact her from time to time 
and let her know if he's okay," Pilot continues. Aeryn's face crumples a bit and she 
looks down at her lap. "Well, they say they'll call home, Pilot, once a week, but never 
do," Crichton says. The camera pulls back and we can see that Crichton and Aeryn 
are sitting at the base of Pilot's control desk thingy. The light shines only on Pilot's 
face and Aeryn. Crichton, slightly in the shadows, is illuminated only by Aeryn's 
lighting. "Talyn will be all right, won't he?" Aeryn asks, leaning back into Crichton's 
chest. John immediately puts his arms around her, and Aeryn embraces his arms. | 
love that position. It's so safe, so comforting. "Well, he's young," Crichton says, "And 
he's going to make mistakes, but he'll learn, and if Crais ever mistreats him, he'll 
bounce him." "Maybe Crais won't mistreat him," Aeryn muses, "He could've killed me, 
you know, he could've killed all of us, and he didn't." "Yeah, maybe he just needed to 
save the energy for starburst," Crichton responds, sort of convinced. "Or maybe he's 
changed," Aeryn suggest. Crichton snorts. "Well, you do believe people can change, 
don't you John?" Aeryn wonders. Crichton laughs slightly and puts the side of his chin 
against Aeryn's temple. "Well?" she asks. "Well," Crichton says, "You have." "Mmm," 
Aeryn agrees. "I have," Crichton lists. Aeryn "mmms" her agreement again. "But 
Crais?" Crichton leaves it hanging. It's probably one of the most romantic scenes the 
two of them play. Leaving aside the dialogue, if you just watch both of their 
movements and facial expressions, it's so powerful. | can't get over how these two 
weren't together in real life. 
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Okay, so D'Argo finds this old Luxan who steals energy from Moya to become young 
again, they have lots of sex, and then D'Argo makes her give Moya's energy back and 
the Luxan dies. Can | be excused now? Oh, fine. I'll do it. Just don't expect me to like 
it. 

In the misty mountains, a spindly castle waits. Will they find Sleeping Ugly? Snow 
Yellow? Or just Ancientrella? D'Argo, Zhaan, and Crichton -- all decked out in 
sweeping fancy clothes for their court date -- approach the castle. Zhaan greets a 
fearful-looking servant and asks about the Luxan they're expecting to see there. The 
servant scuttles off, scared. Crichton calls after him, "Hey, buddy, we're expected. 
Where're you going?" No response. Crichton bitches about the cold and the lack of 
magazines in the waiting room. Yeah, it's too bad they can't stock The UTne Reader, 
Sebacean Living, or Cooking Luxan. Meanwhile, Crichton looks so hot in his long 


black leather coat, I'm surprised he even feels the cold. You know what makes it 
sexier than Spike's leather duster? The buckles. Buckles are hotter than buttons and 
zippers, but not as hot as toggles. | forgot that they try to build up some suspense 
here -- which never seems to get realized -- as D'Argo recognizes some traditional 
Luxan lamps used to ward off evil. The fearful servant comes back. "Number 
seventy-eight?" Crichton asks. Sometimes | think he babbles nonsense at people who 
have no hope of understanding him just to hear himself talk. Either that or it's a 
defense mechanism when he feels nervous or out of his element. The fearful servant 
runs away again. They take this to mean that they should follow. | guess he bugged 
his left eye more than his right to communicate all this -- those translator microbes are 
fucking awesome! 

As the trio reaches a white gauzed doorway, a menopausal voice tells them to stop. 
The voice then marvels over the existence of another Luxan. She's also impressed to 
see a Delvian and a species she can't identify; however, she's only interested in 
D'Argo and orders him to come forward. D'Argo pauses. "What's the matter? Are you 
hideous?" the voice asks. No, that would be you. The voice wants to see D'Argo. He 
introduces himself as "Ka D'Argo." The voice thinks he's a bit young for a general. 
Crichton turns to Zhaan and thinks she's losing her eyesight if she thinks D'Argo's a 
general. Seriously? What does he know from Luxan generals? The voice rebukes 
Crichton that she's not losing her hearing. The voice moves the body slightly into a 
rectangle of light shafting down over the bed and says her name is Nilaam. D'Argo 
gets all upset and begs forgiveness: "I did not realize." He turns to leave. Nilaam 
orders him to stay. "You're an Orican," D'Argo whimpers. Nilaam says that doesn't 
justify him collapsing in fear, and orders him to look at her. He does. She's ugly, with 
hair growing in braids everywhere and black leathery pieces on her face that look like 
a horse bridle crossed with my old headgear, but is probably actually her skin. Nilaam 
forces D'Argo to come closer! Closer! Closer! Now he's on the fourth step! Now he's 
on the fifth step! HE'S HERE! Did | make you scream? I'm bored now. Nilaam points 
out that D'Argo can see she's dying. Then die and let's get on with it! D'Argo offers, "If 
you wish it, then | will attend." Nilaam asks if he thinks he's worthy. Crichton's pulling 
all sorts of confused faces in the background, while Zhaan keeps bowing her head at 
intervals. D'Argo tells her she has to judge his worthiness. "Exactly so," she says, and 
pulls out a knife. Okay, she doesn't, but if she were Klingon she would have. She 
extends a quivering hand. The hand powers up like the Death Star becoming fully 
operational and then she shoves the hand inside D'Argo's gut. D'Argo bellows. John 
tries to come to the rescue, but D'Argo orders him to stand back. Nilaam gropes 
D'Argo's insides (| sincerely hope she doesn't leave her watch in there) and 
comments that D'Argo is strong but not worthy. She flings him back, screaming, 
"FRAUUUUUUUUUUD"!" D'Argo flies through the air, through the doors, and lands ina 
heap of head tentacles. Nilaam telekinetically slams her bedroom door like grounded 
a fifteen-year-old. 
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Credits. 

D'Argo awkwardly stumbles to his feet, insisting that he's fine. Crichton insists that he 
can't be fine after a geriatric rummaged around in his colon. Zhaan looks him over 
with a healing eye. D'Argo says they should leave now; Crichton agrees. Zhaan tells 


D'Argo he doesn't want to leave. Yes, he does, and so do I. Next episode! Zhaan 
whispers fiercely to Crichton that D'Argo has been humiliated. Crichton thinks D'Argo 
got off easy. Zhaan insists that as an Orican, a holy woman, she doesn't mean to 
harm D'Argo. Because holy people NEVER harm people. Which is what John says, 
actually. Damn. He needs to stop recapping this show. Although, if he wants to sub in 
for this episode, he's more than welcome. Crichton pointedly asks what Nilaam is 
doing out there all alone. Zhaan can't answer that. "Exactly, she could have been 
excommunicated. She could have been kicked out for putting her hands in other 
PEOPLE'S BUSINESS!" Crichton yells at the closed door. Heh. No matter how bad 
the episode, you can always count on a few giggles courtesy of Crichton. Especially 
when he yells. D'Argo tells Crichton that Nilaam's worthiness isn't in question, his is. 
Crichton yells some more that just because some ancient Luxan doesn''t like the feel 
of his spleen, it doesn't mean she gets to call his friend a fraud. D'Argo shakes 
Crichton and says she called him a fraud because he's not a general. "Well, who said 
you were?!" Crichton demands angrily. D'Argo did. That's what the Ka before his 
name means. Also the tattoos on his chin wang. D'Argo explains that he never was 
really a Ka, he just pretended to be a Ka on the battlefield to save his real Ka and 
battalion from slaughter and then was captured as a Ka. Ka. Ka. Ka. Kaka. "But you 
saved the real general's ass, right? So tell me, what the hell is she bitching about?" 
Crichton demands. Zhaan agrees with Crichton, but she puts it more Zhaanishly: 
"Your fraud served a higher purpose. She has to see that." And tough noogies if she 
doesn't, claims Crichton. D'Argo agrees. "Good, then let's get back to Moya and heat 
up some Irish Coffees," Crichton says, slapping D'Argo on the back. Mmm, Irish 
Coffee. D'Argo insists on going and explaining himself to the Holy Intestine Groper. 
As D'Argo re-enters Nilaam's bedroom, Nilaam complains that she didn't invite him 
back. D'Argo wishes to say something. "I could kill you where you stand," Nilaam 
mutters. No, only Glark can do that. Nonetheless, D'Argo wishes to tell her the truth 
about himself. He reminds her that Oricans are truth-seekers and she's not a true 
Orican if she doesn't listen to him. Nilaam, who has gotten out of bed and is hobbling 
around, chuckles, "I knew you had strength, | needed to know if you had FIRE!" Yep, 
D'Argo's a spunky one. 
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Thankfully, we FINALLY get up to Moya and also Aeryn's hair. Chiana is crooning 
some alien song as she washes clothes in a tub thing that is also connected to Moya 
in some way. It's lit with blue light and is steaming. Aeryn stomps in and presents 
more clothes to be cleaned. "Oh, no problem," Chiana trills, "Room for us both.” Aeryn 
meant that Chiana should wash her clothes as well. Chiana's annoyed by this and 
says she isn't Aeryn's servant. She wonders if Aeryn is allergic to Moya's amnexus 
fluids. It's sort of gross and awesome that they are using fluids from a living being to 
wash things. Like how cats have special cleaning agents on their tongues. Am | going 
to liken everything concerning Moya to cats? Probably. Aeryn points out that Chiana is 
already cleaning D'Argo's clothes. "Yeah, but | like D'Argo," Chiana retorts. 

Oh, crap. We're back at Neuschwhinestein already. That's it, | need a whole drink, 
none of this sipping shit. Crichton is asking what "attending to" Nilaam means. 
"Whatever she wants it to mean," D'Argo breathes. So, now he's a hooker? Crichton 
asks if that means Nilaam can snack on D'Argo's liver with a nice Chianti. Ooh, | have 


Chianti somewhere. D'Argo's there to assist Nilaam's dying, her passing into the next 
realm. Someone mentions a ritual, and Crichton gets tetchy. D'Argo and Nilaam are 
going to bond and form an emotional and spiritual link. D'Argo is going to transfer 
energy to the Orican as she dies. What does she need energy for? Dying is sort of like 
driving a Prius -- it's the ultimate in energy conservation. Crichton freaks at the energy 
transfer mention, and D'Argo admits that he could die if things go slightly down the 
FUBAR path. Now, this is the kind of show that would kill major characters -- | mean, 
the kind of show that does kill major characters, so it's never entirely certain that one 
of them won't be killed off in any given episode. It's out there, they could die. 
HOWEVER, if they had killed D'Argo in such a stupid way for such a boring plot, | 
would have stopped watching forever. Aren't you glad they didn't kill D'Argo in this 
episode? | mean, where else would you look for recaps? Oh, right, Couch Baron, 
Jacob, Strega, and Sobell. Well, you're just a bunch of ingrates and as punishment, 
I'm going to stop recapping this episode. ["... Sitting right here." -- Sars] Yeah, I'm not 
allowed to do that. Basically, Crichton argues, D'Argo argues, and then D'Argo wins. 
There's no rock-paper-scissoring this one, John. 
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On Moya, Aeryn prowls around her prowler. D'Argo arrives. Aeryn asks if he found his 
Luxan. "Yes, | will tell you about it later," he pauses, "or, if | don't, Zhaan and Crichton 
will." Aeryn doesn't notice this portentous phrasing and just looks around for John. | 
want her hair. 

Crichton's still at Neuschwhinestein. He goes to Nilaam's deathbed and tries to get 
her to promise not to hurt D'Argo because the idea of losing people he cares about 
scares him. She can't make such a promise. Crichton sits on her bed and asks just 
how important the Ritual of Passing is. Suffice to say, it's really quite very extremely 
important. 

D'Argo packs up some things in his room. Rygel zooms in to kibitz inappropriately, but 
Chiana arrives to physically shut Rygel up by grabbing his face. With her hand still 
over Rygel's puppet mouth, Chiana asks if the "ritual thing" he's going to do is 
dangerous. D'Argo looks her in the eye and makes a decision. He shakes his head: 
"Not in the least. I'll be back soon.” D'Argo heads out and says, "Make sure he doesn''t 
eat my share of the food," indicating Rygel. Chiana looks worried as Rygel makes 
muffled noises. "You heard him," Chiana says, releasing Rygel. "Yes, | heard him," 
Rygel says ponderously, "but somehow | don't believe him." | don't think Chiana does 
either. 

Back in Neuschwhinestein. Crichton waits in the /nStyle-less waiting room as D'Argo 
starts the ritual. There's a lot of annoying start-up to it: D'Argo is strong, Nilaam is old, 
blah blah blah death-ritual-cakes. They do a blood-sister/blood-brother thing where 
they cut their palms and then clasp hands. The blood drips black, and seems to drip 
loudly if the drums are to be believed. More ritual. Crichton is worried and gets up a 
few times, but restrains himself. You know what they say, if the ritual death room is 
rockin’, don't come knockin’! On Moya, Chiana looks up in concern. She's washing 
clothes but she seems to sense something is afoot. "D'Argo, your spirit! So strong! | 
never felt so much power! | must try!" Nilaam climaxes. More loud black blood. Shit 
shakes in the room. D'Argo screams. Crichton tries to break in. The Qualta blade that 
has been hovering finally falls and ruins a perfectly nice bronze tea set. 


Crichton breaks in. Nilaam pants at him to leave them because the ritual isn't done. 
Crichton tells her the death party is over. "You're too late!" she calls. "| said it's over," 
Crichton insists, and whips out Wynonna. Nilaam releases D'Argo's hand and a 
curiously (boring!) young hand does a "Stop! In the Name of Love!" gesture. Wynonna 
sparks and smokes and burns Crichton's hand. He drops her. His hand sizzles. But 
not as much as his BODY! You know | can't resist those, right? D'Argo pants and 
squeezes his cut hand. KY Jelly drips down to show that he's in the clear. Get it? 
When the blood runs... oh, never mind. I'm drunk; it's funny. Crichton hastens to 
D'Argo's side and asks if he's okay. D'Argo's not sure and asks what happened. "I'm 
not sure, ask Grandma here," Crichton bitches. But, d'oh! She's not Grandma 
anymore, because the Big Bad Wolf of death has been sliced open to reveal a hot, 
young, pain-free Luxan who is ready and willing for sex. "D'Argo, we did it!" the Sexan 
preens. Crichton is stunned. And stunning. Sexan glimmers that D'Argo has given her 
life. No, he's given you Botox. D'Argo's got a big grin on his face. And a wand in his 
pocket. 
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Up on Moya, Chiana's in a bit of a bind. Moya's All Temperature Cheer has solidified 
around her legs. Her yarn-over-cotton pants make her look like Geordi LaForge when 
he turned into a salamander thing that could only be seen in special light. | guess 
Special Light Salamander is better than Sex Salamander. Chiana bellows for Zhaan 
and Aeryn. Aeryn arrives and laughs at Chiana, asking what she did. "Get me out of 
here?" Chiana pleads. "When did | become your servant?" Aeryn parrots. Chiana tells 
her to just help her and save the silky-haired remarks for later. Zhaan arrives. "What 
did she do?" Zhaan demands, prodding at the solid amnexus fluids. | love that they 
automatically assume Chiana's at fault. | would, too. Zhaan asks if Pilot knows what's 
going on. "Only that Moya's hydric system is failing on a number of tiers: cause 
unknown," Pilot responds. 

Once Crichton ascertains that D'Argo is alive and ready and willing, he leaves so the 
two Luxans can have all the sex. Basically, Sexan says that she initially wondered if 
D'Argo was powerful enough to bring her back from the BRINK OF DAWN! | mean, 
death. And he was and she's young and she wants him to reap the rewards. The 
fucking rewards. She starts by licking his nipples before Crichton is even out of the 
room. Interesting that D'Argo's nipples look just like everyone else's. 

On Moya, Aeryn hacks at the solid Tide around Chiana. She has no luck and Zhaan, 
with her magical solvents, is faring just as poorly. Pilot announces that they have more 
serious problems: parts of Moya's outer hull are peeling like a bad sunburn. 

Crichton, in the Neuschwhinestein waiting room, learns what is going on with Moya. 
Zhaan says they urgently need him and D'Argo. Crichton, ever the wingman, says 
D'Argo's still engaged but he'll be right up. 

Sounds of D'Argo's engagement are loud and repetitive. As the two Luxans lie panting 
in their afterglow, Sexan tells D'Argo that she wants to go home and start a new life. A 
new life with him. D'Argo wonders how she can find her way home. Apparently, she 
can do anything and can even help his friends. D'Argo wants to see his son again. 
Sexan promises they will find him because anything is possible now. Even multiple 
orgasms! 


Up above, Moya quivers, and Pilot reports an outer hull breach but there's no 
decompression to worry about because Moya's inner walls are unaffected. Curiouser 
and curiouser. 
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Crichton checks out Chiana's washerwoman legs. He knocks on the solid (solid as a 
rock!) amnexus fluid. DRDs crowd around inquisitively. Chiana announces that she 
can't feel her feet. Frustrated by her unsuccessful efforts to hack through with a pole, 
Aeryn muses, "| wonder if | have any grenades left." Heh. She walks off, leaving 
Chiana to bleat that Aeryn had to be kidding, right? "Well, with Aeryn... you never 
know," Crichton says. Exactly, but you always get good hair. Rygel sleepily joins them 
in a velvet dressing gown over pajamas -- | find it very odd that Rygel seems to have 
the same stripy blue pajamas | gave to my father for Christmas ten years ago -- and 
wants to know what the big fat emergency is. "How about breaches in the outer hull?" 
Crichton tells him. Rygel yawns and reminds them that the inner hulls are secure. 
"Yeah, but we need you to take your scooter out there in the tight spaces and check 
for weak spots," Crichton tells him. "Can't the DRDs do that?" Rygel whines. They can 
and are, but Rygel still needs to help out. "If | must, but you're worrying about nothing 
-- hull breaches are nearly unheard of on leviathans," Rygel notes. And then Pilot 
reports there's an inner hull breach. Something depresses in the wall of the chamber 
Chiana, Rygel, and Crichton are in. They scream and grab onto each other as 
decompression starts. Crichton yells at pilot to seal off the tier. As the DRDs fight to 
survive, a metal tool is blown through Moya's innards and into outer space. Crichton 
yells at Rygel to grab his hand. Rygel bellows, "Crichtooooon!" before his ass is blown 
into the hull breach. And stays. In essence, Rygel's fuzzy butt is the finger in the dyke. 
For now. Chiana comments that Rygel has finally made himself useful. Rygel gasps 
that he's stuck. 

Pilot reports that decompression has stopped and asks what happened. "We got lucky 
-- Sparky's got a big ass," Crichton reports. Pilot's confused. "Butt. Hole. I'll explain 
later, Pilot," Crichton tells him and checks the hull around Rygel. He tells him he's a 
tight fit, as long as he doesn't move. Rygel struggles and oxygen fizzes. Crichton 
grabs Rygel's head (HANDS ON THE -- oh, who cares? | hate this episode.) and 
orders him not to move. Aeryn returns from checking Moya's hull where she saw 
some gaps and Rygel's backside. "And was I... intact?" Rygel asks, pleadingly. "You 
seemed to be all there but | can't say | looked too closely," Aeryn responds, raising a 
magnificent eyebrow. Were | a hair on that eyebrow that | might touch that... brow. 
Aeryn hands over something scabby and metallic and tells Crichton it's part of the 
largest hull hole, and it came off very easily in her hands. Crichton hopes it will help 
Zhaan figure out what's going on. Rygel struggles more. Crichton stops him. Chiana 
asks if he's trying to kill all of them now. Rygel says he can't help it, "I'm being 
crushed, | can't breathe." "Then... don't... BREATHE!" Crichton orders. Rygel 
whimpers. D'Argo and the Sexan arrive. "Who's that and why is she here?" Rygel 
demands, echoing Chiana's clearly upset thoughts. D'Argo introduces Sexan and 
says she's there to help. Help kill them all, maybe. Chiana's pissed. Sexan says she's 
there to heal the outer hull of the ship, and Rygel's all for that. "I thought you said she 
was ancient," Chiana hisses at Crichton. "I -- | know!" Crichton hisses back jerking his 


head around to say he will explain later. D'Argo closes his eyes as Sexan closes hers 
to apply some healing handjobs. 
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Moya shakes violently, and Zhaan demands to know what's going on. Pilot reports 
that the tremors are occurring all through Moya and increasing the hull deterioration. 
Get the bitch off the ship! Crichton tells Sexan she's making things worse. "It's a 
healing incantation -- it should work," Sexan says wonderingly. Chiana scoffs at this. 
Rygel tells her to try another, try anything. Sexan says she needs to meditate to find 
another way, and asks D'Argo to direct her to a private place. | though she already 
knew the way to his private place. 

Sexan meditates. D'Argo interrupts her and accuses, "We did this, didn't we? We 
caused this problem, we're harming Moya." Sexan promises that she didn't know this 
would happen. D'Argo asks what happened. Turns out? The power she sensed during 
the ritual wasn't D'Argo, it was Moya. She didn't realize the orbiting ship was a 
bio-mechanoid. Now I'm annoyed. She could tell that D'Argo was a fraud just from 
stuffing her hand in his appendix, but she couldn't sense a living ship wandering about 
above her? Bitch. Sexan insists there must be a way to put it all right and still Keep her 
girlish good looks: "This ritual shouldn't keep draining strength from the leviathan -- 
she should recover." "She is dying," D'Argo points out. Sexan thinks she can save 
Moya, but she needs to go down and consult her scrolls on the planet. D'Argo refuses 
to abandon Moya. Sexan walks to a bulkhead and presses her hand on it. It sizzles. "| 
am a disease to this ship, get me away from her, it might at least slow the process 
down," Sexan says. That's not good enough for D'Argo. Sexan asks him to let her try 
everything she can. 

Aeryn suggests to Zhaan that it's more than a little odd that Moya got sick right around 
the time Sexan found the fountain of youth. "They're not necessarily linked," Zhaan 
says. Oh, open your big blue eyes! They are! Just because she's holier than shit 
doesn't mean she's not culpable in this! Anyway, Zhaan thinks that if Sexan is 
responsible, she can fix it. Aeryn's not sure Sexan wants to. Pilot asks if he can have 
a word with Aeryn. Privately. 

In Pilot's Chamber, Pilot is in really bad shape. His connections are deteriorating and 
he's suffering as much as Moya. He also appears to have developed asthma. It's 
something that happens to pilots only when they reach old age. Aeryn insists on 
finding Sexan and to make her cough up Moya's mojo. Pilot locates Sexan on her way 
to a transport pod. Aeryn promises stormily to Pilot that she won't let Sexan keep what 
she's stolen. 
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Aeryn runs through the corridors armed with a very large gun. Crichton sees her and 
asks what's up. "D'Argo and his woman are going to make a run for it -- I'm going to 
stop them," she tosses back. "Not with that thing you aren't!" Crichton counters. 
"Watch me," Aeryn retorts. Oh, | will. It goes without saying, but: awesome Aeryn hair 
in this scene. | want to bottle and lather, rinse, repeat with it every day. 

In slo-mo, Aeryn and Crichton reach the launchbay just behind Sexan and D'Argo. 
"Aeryn!" Crichton yells, ruining the element of surprise. D'Argo and the Sexan turn. 
Aeryn fires. D'Argo throws his body in front of Sexan screaming cinematically, 
"Noooo0c000000000!" Aeryn reacts to this turn of events by slightly dropping her jaw 


and contorting her magnificent brows. Sexan does more; she bows her head, her 
eyes flare red for a moment, and the oncoming blast disperses in two separate pieces 
around D'Argo. They flare out and hit a bulkhead instead. Sexan glares, and suddenly, 
Aeryn and Crichton are encased in plastic prisms. Sexan urges D'Argo to leave with 
her. He does. 

A DRD hums around and the plastic prisms shatter. "What was that?" Aeryn asks. 
"Pins and needles!" Crichton announces, "You're asking the wrong spaceman" In 
response to Crichton's next shout, Pilot wheezes that the transport pod containing 
D'Argo and Sexan left fifteen microts ago. 

Neuschwhinestein. Nothing Sexan has done is helping the situation. She suggests 
they get away in the transport pod, because distancing herself from Moya might help. 
"Leave my friends?" D'Argo breathes incredulously. "D'Argo, it's just a ship!" Sexan 
ventures. "Moya is NOT just a ship!" D'Argo retorts. Seriously. D'Argo accuses Sexan 
of taking Moya's life to restore her own. Sexan snorts, "The life of a leviathan for the 
life of an Orican." Oh, just kill her now. Kill her badly. They shout and argue. | gulp and 
drink. Sexan perches on her sex-mussed bed and says she can't lose her young, 
nubile body and she can't lose him. "D'Argo, | don't know what to do," she breathes, 
"tell me what to do." Die, bitch, die! 

Crichton arrives, calling out to D'Argo that they need to talk. What happened to the 
fearful servant? D'Argo appears in the doorway of the bedchamber, his Qualta blade 
raised and ready. Crichton pointedly pulls Wynonna from his hip... his hip... his hip, 
um, holster. Yeah, his hip holster! And places it on the table. He's unarmed. Except for 
that deadly sexiness. D'Argo lowers his blade. Crichton tragically rasps that they're 
out of time. Moya's hull is deteriorating and Pilot can't do a thing. "You know what's 
causing it," Crichton says gently. "John," D'Argo pleads, "[Sexan] isn't evil." Crichton 
says that changes exactly nothing. D'Argo begs Crichton to understand. "I 
understand," Crichton says flatly. "What she's doing is killing Moya." "She didn't mean 
it," D'Argo insists. "Doesn't matter," Crichton repeats. It's murder and Crichton knows 
it and D'Argo knows it and now my cats know it. D'Argo bellows tearfully that he 
knows what has to be done, and flings his Qualta blade across the room. It sort of 
looks like he TKs it, but I'm not entirely certain. Nor do | really care in this wasteland of 
an episode. While a monkish choir intones on the soundtrack, D'Argo breaks down in 
silent but manly tears. Bringing over the Qualta blade, Crichton carefully sits down 
next to D'Argo. He looks at D'Argo, but then looks away again without speaking. 
D'Argo sneezes. Okay, so | guess it's not a sneeze, it's a wordless spasm of pain and 
frustration. But it sounds like a sneeze. D'Argo says that he came to 
Neuschwhinestein to end "this," and end it he will. Please end it soon. Crichton silently 
offers him the blade. D'Argo takes it. 
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In her bedchamber, Sexan plays with candles. D'Argo enters and says, "It's time." 
"D'Argo," Sexan begins, "the gifts you gave me, youth [orgasms], happiness 
[orgasms], passion [orgasms], | know | can't keep them but | have treasured them." 
D'Argo has treasured her as well. | will treasure returning this episode to Netflix. 
Sexan's not afraid any more, she's just not sure she wants to travel her chosen path. 
She needs D'Argo's strength. | need it too. The ritual begins again. There's lots of 
ritual things happening. And then there's more. The Qualta blade raises in both their 


hands and finally, finally, FINALLY stabs Sexan. They yank the blade out, the blood is 
black. Sexan mutters something ritualistic and a drop of black blood falls and shatters 
into pretty sparkly things. With a ponderous boom, the Qualta blade falls. And then 
bounces, because the floor bounces. How odd. Outside, Crichton looks up from his 
closed-eye vigil. Even in the flickering lamplight, you can see he's been crying. In the 
chamber, D'Argo kisses a fully aged and fully dead Sexan. Necrophilia! D'Argo turns 
Sexan's face into his neck and pants sadly. 

On Moya, Chiana seems to be drunk on the fact that she can now walk around again. 
Zhaan soothes Rygel's feet as Rygel blusters that he's going to do something to 
D'Argo's nether regions if he's lost any sensation below the belt. Given his state of 
mind, | don't think D'Argo would notice. Zhaan manages to tickle Rygel's feet, so | 
guess he's fairly intact. 

In Pilot's Chamber, Aeryn gently asks Pilot if there's anything more she can do to 
speed up the healing process. "Nothing, I'm aware of. Moya and |... thank you for your 
concern," Pilot responds. The odd catch in Pilot's slight pause there is all the more 
meaningful in light of "The Way We Weren't." This growing intimacy that Aeryn and 
Pilot share is close to being completely torn apart and neither of them even realizes it 
yet. Aeryn learns from Pilot that while leviathans can live for over three hundred 
cycles and Pilot things live for over a thousand, the Pilot things will not be able to 
survive past their bonded leviathan. "| would not have it any other way," Pilot assures 
Aeryn. Aeryn takes Pilot's hand and squeezes it while looking into his dinner plate 
eyes. 

Neuschwhinestein. Crichton finally walks into the bedchamber and sees an empty 
bed. Happy music trills. At least, | think the bed's empty. There's sort of a long tubular 
thing on top of the bedspread that is definitely not corpse-shaped, but maybe Oricans 
turn into throw pillows when they die. Crichton looks over at D'Argo, sitting in a chair. 
"Do you want me to get lost?" he asks. D'Argo asks why he'd want that. To give him 
time alone. D'Argo tells John that he wants time alone, but not yet. 
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Aaaaand scene! Thank fucking god. 
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Oh, you guys. | thought "Vitas Mortis" was bad, but this -- this "Chiana needs to get 
her bratty, angsty, dreadlocked teen years out in one episode" episode was just so 
much worse than | remembered. (I said that about "Vitas Mortis" too, didn't |?) Well, 
as usual, when Farscape gives you a lemon, the only thing to do is stare at Aeryn's 
hair and Crichton's ass, chest, hair, face, wrists...ahem. 

A bit unsteadily and possibly in slow motion, Chiana clambers through Moya. We can 
hear a deep, dull throbbing and | start to wonder if Chiana killed an old man and is 
about to dig up the floorboards. Reaching blindly for a bulkhead, Chiana steadies 
herself and breathes hard and shudderingly. She really needs to remember to take 
her Dramamine. Over in another chamber, Crichton messes around with tangles of 


wires and sparks. Chiana stumbles in, sort of limping, and asks in a forced joking tone 
what Crichton's breaking now. Irritated, Crichton informs her he's not breaking 
anything, he's trying to figure out how their navigation system works. Chiana gasps 
tremulously, "You got a microt?" Crichton really doesn't. But Chiana really has to talk, 
and her voice is heavy with the quivering that signals one is close to tears. Not 
hearing any of this, Crichton repeats that he doesn't have the time. "You don't have 
the time, okay," Chiana half-sobs, and teeters out of the room. 

In the maintenance bay, Chiana picks around some tools and holds one up for her 
gasping inspection. After hitching up her shirt -- you know, farther -- Chiana fires up 
the tool and drags it across her abdomen. As the thin, curled wire comes into contact 
with her skin, it glows red and makes a neat, thin, smoking incision. Chiana throws 
back her head and howls in pain, and suddenly it becomes clear to me why 
appendectomies are no fun without drugs. Moya tilts gently. Chiana steadies herself, 
choking on her breath, and reaches out for another tool. With some iron pincers -- 
which don't look at all sanitized, mind you -- Chiana digs into her side and fishes 
around the dark blue blood -- is Chiana royal? -- to pull out a red yo-yo with a 
sickening slurp. She stares at the flat red disk in her hand as it flashes blue a few 
times before going dark. "Nerri," Chiana breathes. She clasps the disk in both hands 
and slowly brings her hands up to her forehead, prayer-like. Tears are now on her 
face. Chiana extends her clasped hands to the heavens, as a curious DRD zips up 
next to her and buloops inquiringly. Enraged by her grief, Chiana screams and brings 
a fist down on the poor defenseless DRD. It bizzles out, and the smashed yellow 
casing pops off to reveal wires and green goo. | guess Chiana is the type to kick a 
puppy if she's angry enough. 
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A Prowler zips toward a planet. Echoing my thoughts precisely, Aeryn bellows, "That 
little TRALK!" and storms around the bridge. Crichton says -- rather stupidly, | think -- 
that they don't know that Chiana stole Aeryn's Prowler. "It's gone, isn't it, Crichton?" 
Aeryn points out, stalking back and forth like a caged beast. Pilot comments mildly 
that he didn't immediately detect Chiana's departure because several of his control 
systems have been offline. | believe there's a rebuke for Crichton somewhere in there. 
Whenever Pilot's at his mildest, he's also at his most passive-aggressive. As Aeryn 
bitches about how far away Chiana could be by now, D'Argo and Zhaan walk in. 
D'Argo flips the red disk to Crichton and tells him it has Chiana's blood all over it. If 
this were a different show, Crichton would suck it all off. Actually, this IS that kind of 
show, but Crichton isn't Scorpy and the disk isn't Crichton's neural chip all gooed up 
with gray matter. Zhaan explains that the mysterious device is known as a "life disk," 
and some species implant these things in themselves to create a permanent life-link 
between them and someone close to them. After Crichton wonders why Chiana would 
take it out, Zhaan explains that whomever the life disk was linked to is dead. The life 
disk has stopped functioning, stopped beating. People, you're going to hate me, but 
because Chiana was never really one of my favorite characters and because at this 
point | really couldn't stand her and wished she had never come on the show, | sort of 
have no sympathy for her in this episode. | do grow to appreciate her but | never really 
love her. Especially not after killing the DRD and all that crap with Jothee. So, as a 


warning to hearty Chi-lovers -- abandon all squishy feelings, ye who enter here. Or 
just, you Know, stop reading. Crichton sighs guiltily, explaining how he blew her off. 
Above the surface of a rocky planet, a peevishly yellow lightning storm flashes. 
Chiana cowers under the wing of the landed Prowler and attempts to talk herself out 
of being scared. Lightning flashes again, and Chiana catches glimpses of freaks 
jumping in and out of hiding. Telling them to stop "pleeking"” around, she demands 
they show themselves. Granting her wish, two male humanoids with Cirque du Soiled 
body paint encroach on her personal space and make appreciative growling noises. 
Another one caterwauls and leaps into sight and as the lightning flashes yet again, his 
dilated eyes with striated contacts are illuminated. Does anyone ever wonder whether 
Rockne invested heavily in Bausch & Lomb? We also see that he's not so timidly 
gnawing on some fringy mushrooms. SHROOOOOOMS! God, | wish | had a 
psychedelic risotto full of those babies right now -- it would make this recap so much 
more pleasant. Craning his head from side to side in a manner not unlike Chiana's 
hideously annoying tic in those first few episodes of hers, the new arrival -- since he's 
on the thick side, I'll call him Porkini until they grace us with his actual name -- pulls 
out a rusty ice pick and whispers, "Sweet nixar, let's mark her." He flings himself at 
Chiana, and her horrified scream leads us into the 
can-|-please-just-die-now-so-I-never-have-to-hear-the-remix theme song. Again, not 
mustering up any feelings of sympathy for Chiana at this point. As far as I'm 
concerned, this is what you get when you steal from Aeryn. Steal her Prowler, you end 
up on a dead planet with Haight-Ashbury types. Steal her brush, you end up not 
having a head to use it on. 
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Crichton. Radiation. Wormhole. Distant part of the universe. Strange alien life forms. 
Help me. Insane military commander. Way home. Fun fact: that's what all those Morse 
codes in Jericho spelled out. 

Moya's shuttlecraft is launched with Crichton and Aeryn aboard. On the planet, each 
has their priorities: Crichton, dressed moodily in his black moody leathers, stares 
moodily into the distance, dealing with his moody conscience. Aeryn examines her 
Prowler. Oh, and Rygel's there as well! Crichton notes that the planet is covered in 
graves and Rygel zooms out to announce, "It's a royal cemetery planet -- haven't you 
ever seen one?" Crichton hasn't. "Well, where did you bury your leaders on Erp?" 
Rygel asks wonderingly. We don't bury them, we just keep reelecting them. 
BOO-YAH! Also, no matter how many times they trot it out, calling Earth "Erp" never 
fails to get a good long giggle out of me. Especially the way Rygel says it in his royal, 
plummy tones: "Eahhrp." Rygel is totally disgusted when Crichton quickly tells him 
where we bury people -- "just underground" -- and then commences yelling for 
Chiana. "Next to where you lived, ugh!" Rygel snorts. Better not tell him where my 
mother keeps my grandparents. ASHES -- where my mother keeps my grandparents’ 
ASHES. Not BODIES, God. Also, you gotta love the guy who gets disgusted by buried 
bodies but has no problems snacking on a maggot yanked from a pile of decayed 
flesh. Crichton finds pieces of Chiana's furry clothing -- is it those damn arm warmers 
of hers that would surely get her Fugged on Erp? -- and picks them up. Aeryn 
announces that the Prowler seems to be fine, and suggests they get out of there. 
Gesturing at the arm warmers, Crichton refuses to leave. He takes off and calls back, 


"You coming?" Aeryn rolls her eyes but follows anyway. Rygel is annoyed and 
proclaims that he's staying right there. Crichton and Aeryn go on without him. "Don't 
rob the graves, Sparky!" Crichton orders. Rygel is about to get affronted, but is 
distracted by a shiny red object. It looks like a very fancy flask or a tin perfume bottle. 
Rygel moves in to wrench it off and the tomb slides back, exposing piles of other shiny 
objects. "Yotz!" Rygel breathes. Although he says "Yotzah," like it's a combo of 
"Yahtzee" and "matzoh" and | know -- Farscape geek that | am -- that the word is 
usually just "yotz." No extra "ah." Maybe it's their equivalent of "Zowie," which could be 
foreshortened to just "zow." ["Or it's a forerunner of 'Yataa!" -- Sars] Or maybe | really 
don't need to be that much of a geek that | wonder about the etymological issues in 
the UT. But | sort of am. 
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Down in some dark catacombs, which must be completely stuffed with decaying, 
decomposing, delicious bodies, Crichton and Aeryn get lost. Someone watches them 
from behind a corner; distant screams and moans reach their ears. A look of genuine 
fear on her face, Aeryn runs forward, then stops short. She yanks back Crichton, who, 
passing her, had been about to barrel right into the middle of things. Looking across 
they see Chiana, hanging upside down with her knees hooked over a bar, singing to 
some hanging stone bollards on either side of her head. A weird faze-y force field is 
hovering around her head and moving with her. Remember when | mentioned that 
psychedelic risotto earlier? Yeah, well, that's what Justin Monjo had for dinner the 
night he wrote this episode. The stone singing reminds me of Labyrinth, though. 
Remember how Bluto could sing to rocks? And the time he sung them to rise out of 
the water so they could all cross the Bog of Eternal Stench? And how every time they 
stepped on a rock, it farted? As did the weird anus-looking things spooging out of the 
bog? Man, even with Whitesnake hair, David Bowie was so hot in that. Chiana's hair 
has been mud-sculpted into cherry red dreadlocks that stand in spikes all over her 
head. I'm getting itchy just looking at her. 

Quickly formulating a rescue plan, Aeryn volunteers to cover Crichton while he grabs 
Chiana. Aeryn fires at some stonework over the Stoners' heads. They pause in their 
rapture and stare at Aeryn, grinning idiotically. Charging forward, Aeryn yells at them 
to get down on the ground. Chiana has flipped herself down and demands of Crichton, 
"What are you DOING? No one's ever lasted more than fifty microts in that thing!" 
Crichton stares at her. One of the Stoners slides a curious hand up Aeryn's thigh. "I 
wouldn't if | were you,” Aeryn growls. The Stoner doesn't seem to heed her, so she 
grimaces and stamps him in the chest, pointing her gun at another one's forehead. 
Chiana bitches that they had "no right" to come after her. "We were worried about 
you," Crichton insists, ignoring my screams of "YOU STOLE AERYN'S PROWLER -- 
THIS ISN'T ABOUT RIGHTS, BRAT!" Chiana tells Crichton to fuck off, twitching, 
"Now, / don't have the time." Crichton watches her go, and behind him -- | can't 
believe | never saw this before -- there's a swinging penis. Upper part of the shot, 
slightly left of middle, a black, rubbery, SWINGING PENIS! | don't believe it's 
connected to anyone, and it probably has something to do with the stone singing force 
field, but still: SWINGING PENIS! How freaking bizarre. | really need to try those 
mushrooms. 
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One of the Stoners gets Crichton's attention by calling him, "Hey, Ancient." Crichton, 
clearly sensitive to the fact that he might not be aging well without a good supply of 
his Neutrogena Age Shield, snaps, "Who the hell are you talking to?" The Stoner -- 
the same guy that suggested they "mark" Chiana in the opening -- says his name is 
"Molnon," but it comes out sounding like "Muhnuh." Stagily bringing out a fringed 
mushroom from his pocket, he suggests, "Taste?" Meanwhile, one of the other 
Stoners is transfixed by Aeryn. Molnon creeps over and breathes that "Vyna" is 
"amazed" by how old Aeryn is. She's got wrinkles and age spots. Not from where I'm 
standing, bub. Aeryn, annoyed at being called "historic," takes it out on the Stoner 
under her foot, kicking him once again. Led by Molnon, the Stoners file out, 
presumably going back to the Wendy House to discuss their Peter Pan complexes. 
Aeryn and Crichton try to shrug off the Stoners ageist babblings and concentrate on 
finding Chiana. Crichton tosses the life disk at Aeryn and requests that she ask 
Chiana about it. Aeryn doesn't want to, but Crichton insists, saying Chiana's already 
pissed at him. "I'm not good at nice," Aeryn tells Crichton. "Just don't shoot her," 
Crichton relents. 

Rygel is back on Moya and D'Argo is trying to figure out why. Standing behind a 
conspicuously bumpy pile of figured blue satin, Rygel insists that Aeryn and Crichton 
left him first when they went looking for Chiana underground. Drawing closer to the 
conspicuously bumpy pile of figured blue satin, D'Argo rips the figured blue satin back. 
Grunting and gasping, Rygel loses his fight, and D'Argo exposes the grave robber's 
haul. "You robbed the dead," D'Argo states, disgusted but completely not surprised by 
Rygel's behavior. After D'Argo leaves, Rygel opens a box and gazes in ecstasy ata 
ceremonial gold-edged African-ish mask. Turning the mask over, Rygel gapes at what 
he finds underneath. Yeah, it's a Hynerian face. Or what's left of it. A black snake 
slithers out of one of the eyes. Instead of running screaming from the room as | did, 
Rygel sighs, "Bonus!" He then grabs the snake -- more like a large black maggot, 
actually -- and eats it. See, that's when | should have run screaming from the room. | 
also need to remember: don't eat before watching this show. Ever. 

Back on the Planet of the Dead, Chiana swigs on something, and probably wonders 
moodily if her acne will ever clear up and whether she can get out of second-period 
gym so she can meet up with Jordan Catalano for a smoke. Ignoring the "KEEP OUT 
THIS MEANS YOU" and "ENTER AT YOUR OWN RISK" signs on her door, Aeryn 
walks in on Chiana's sulk. Dropping the life disk at her feet, Aeryn tells her, "You forgot 
this," and walks away. She really doesn't do nice. | love her. Chiana -- starved for the 
attention she can't get from The Cure no matter how many times she plays "Pictures 
of You" -- quickly says, "It's my brother, Nerri." Aeryn stops and turns back to look at 
her. She leans against the wall and folds her arms, looking coolly down at Chiana. 
There will be no soppy coaxing and hand-holding here. "He's terminated. It means 
he's dead,” Chiana says, pathetically. Aeryn says, "I'm sorry." And she means it. 
Chiana gets up eagerly and tells Aeryn she has to show her around the catacombs. 
"You know what they do if they want you to stay? They make you run through these 
rings of fire, like, um, naked! Totally naked. And once you go through that, you go into 
the Sonic Cowl -- that's where | just was. Your whole body -- it vibrates. You gotta try 
it." Aeryn, who has been watching Chiana sadly and indulgently, suggests that 
Chiana's had too much to drink. "Don't be like Crichton," Chiana pleads. "Come on, 


everyone's so lame on Moya." Chiana entreats Aeryn to stay with her, or at least to 
stay for The Gathering, which, she's been told, will blow her mind. 
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Elsewhere in the catacombs, Crichton is being followed. The Stoners freak up behind 
him, tilting their dumb heads this way and that until he turns around and confronts 
them. Or something. "Hey guy, we didn't meet earlier," Crichton says sociably to the 
Stoner resting his head against a wall. "It's too late," the Stoner moans. Molnon turns 
back to watch them. Crichton tries to understand what he's on about. "The Lost 
People know," the Stoner complains. Molnon recalls the Stoner, telling him, "Das. 
Time to jump, garda." Okay, so his name is "Das," but "garda" is like a pet name or 
something. Like "kid" or "mate" or "man." It's probably more the last one, because | 
think "garda" is only used with men in this episode and "nixar" with women. In slo-mo, 
Das walks around Crichton, who follows him out to a pit where all the other Stoners, 
including Chiana, have gathered. The storm is still flashing. Ignoring the Stoners, 
Crichton walks out on an outcropping and looks down into the deep pit. It's fairly dead 
and stony, nothing Saarlac about it. Aeryn joins him and they both look up at the sky 
through the tower ceiling over them. It is so tiresome to recap this clotty Stoner 
dialogue. Crouching around and jumping from leg to leg like he forgot to use the 
bathroom one last time before getting on the road, Molnon explains, "New nar/ 
emerges. Clans gather. It's time to celebrate!" A female Stoner with lilac-hued dreds 
looks down at the baby in her arms. So "narl" means "baby"? Molnon hisses suddenly 
and flings his arms over his head. Elbows slightly bent, hands above his head, almost 
touching at the wrist, like he's pretending to be Peter Cotton-Tail hopping down the 
Bunny Trail. The squatting adds to the illusion. Molnon tells some drug-fueled story 
about the Royals digging tombs and filling the surface and then leaving them behind. 
"But we LIVE!" Molnon points out, rather needlessly in my opinion. Mouth agape 
enough to make her lose IQ points, Chiana gazes at him addlepatedly. Molnon hisses 
again, and vogues the Peter Cotton-Tail again. Other Stoners follow suit. "We take 
The Stone," Molnon whispers. A Stoner walks forward dazedly and purposefully falls 
off the ledge. A hum of voices starts up, following him down. Another Stoner steps off 
another ledge. They fall into separate but parallel pits. Just before they hit the ground, 
a force field flicks and stops their bodies like a trampoline. They bounce slightly. There 
are now four of them down there, and they Peter Cotton-Tail triumphantly. | really hate 
this episode. 
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Up above, Crichton duhs, "What the --" "Frell," Aeryn finishes for him. "It's a sonic 
net." Which is a net sustained by their voices. Of course. Peacekeepers use them in 
aerial combat training; the sound cushions your fall. Pressing his forehead against the 
lilac-haired Stoner's, Das says, "I'm ready." The hum continues. Das takes a deep 
breath and convulsively Peter Cotton-Tails. He adds his voice to the hum, but it's 
shaky and uncertain. He falls and looks down in fear. Faster and faster. The hum 
stops. Das closes his eyes. And smashes on the ground. The smile on Aeryn's face 
disappears. "Like | said," Crichton says, straightening back up. "Frell," Aeryn supplies 
for him. Okay, but isn't it the Stoners' fault for stopping the hum? Molnon doesn't seem 
to be too bothered by this turn of events. "Das," he begins, "takes The Stone." Peter 


Cotton-Tails galore. Chiana skitters to the edge of the pit and looks down, twitching 
her damn neck this way and that. "Drad," she breathes, "I gotta do that." 

Later, Chiana faces the same? another? lilac-haired Stoner. This one appears to be 
pregnant. She Peter Cotton-Tails ceremonially several times over Chiana. Aeryn, her 
hip cocked, watches and looks annoyed. Crichton pulls her away but calls over to 
Chiana. Aeryn advises him to leave her alone. Nothing doing; Crichton decides they 
need to sober Chiana up. Aeryn stops him again, telling him the life disk belonged to 
Chiana's brother. "Then he's dead?" Crichton asks. "Yes," Aeryn confirms, "I think 
that's why she likes it down here. She's trying to prove that she's still alive." Pinching 
yourself could do that too. Go ahead, try it. Did it hurt? Good, you're alive. Of course, 
reading this recap also proves you're alive, so there's another suggestion. Crichton 
doesn't need Aeryn's Dr. Phil-osophizing. Aeryn points out that if Crichton forces 
Chiana to leave with them, she'll stay just to spite him. "No, she won't," Crichton tells 
her. Aeryn leaves. Crichton watches Chiana a bit longer, a smile on his face. He 
throws up a hand and says, "Later!" to no one in particular. 

Elsewhere and also later, Chiana morbidly wants to know what they're going to do 
with Das's body. "Soak the skin and harden the bones and Das can be buried in the 
Gathering dome," Molnon tells her, and smiles. Chiana points out that his best friend 
just died. Edging around a body (?) to get to Chiana in some sort of grisly 
chase-around-a-desk, Molnon explains that they all die; she's just afraid of it. The way 
the Stoners live, they do what they want and then they commit suicide by Taking the 
Stone. Oh, so that was suicide? What about the four others who bounced? Were they 
Das's pallbearers or something? Chiana twitches closer to Molnon and he pushes her 
against a wall, breathing hard. He asks her to stay with them to "celebrate the Stone." 
"It's the second draddest time," Molnon promises. "Oh?" Chiana asks coyly. "And 
what's the draddest?" Molnon strikes with a kiss. | do need a drink. They make out 
loudly and smackily. Yep, definitely getting a passion fruit beer now. Crichton can hear 
all of this because he was eavesdropping, and he walks off. 
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Back on Moya, Zhaan is chanting over Rygel, who now has the death mask clapped 
on his own face. Rygel snaps at Zhaan to shut up several times, but she just chants 
faster. She's doing it for his benefit because his stolen items might be cursed. Rygel 
scoffs at this and says the curse -- if there is one, which there isn't! -- will just be on 
him. "Yes, it will," Zhaan agrees, and leaves. 

Back with the freaks, the pregnant lilac-haired Stoner stumbles around with a bottle. 
It's one of those corn liquor jugs that always have "XXX" marked on them in cartoons. 
Oh, | just realized that her stomach isn't shiny because she painted it or is wearing 
lame; her stomach is transparent. You can see into her womb! | have never seen a 
surer-fire method of birth control. Yuck. Aeryn walks in and, calling her Vyna -- we'll 
learn these names yet! -- says she's sorry about Das. Vyna smiles drunkenly and tells 
her not to be. Crichton, getting all Arthur Dimmesdale on us, primly tells Vyna she 
shouldn't be drinking. How does he know that alcohol is bad for fetuses in the UT? 
Maybe it's their version of pre-natal vitamins. Vyna offers Crichton and Aeryn a drink, 
but they shake their heads. Crichton demands to know what Vyna and Chiana were 
talking about on the cliffs. "When nar! comes, Chiana wants to jump. | gave her my 
blessing," Vyna giggles, and stumbles off. Aeryn and Crichton look concerned. 


Goddammit, Chiana's singing to the damn stones again. Crichton wants to talk to her. 
She doesn't want to talk to him. Crichton apologizes for blowing her off. Chiana gets 
down from her perch and goes off on Crichton, telling him it's not about him: "I'm not 
your kid, I'm not your sister, and I'm only your tra/k in your dreams." Chiana yells at 
him to go away. He's trying to help. She doesn't want or need his help. Aeryn, sitting 
off to the side, blinks wearily. Chiana likes it on the cemetery planet and she likes the 
people. Just like a misguided parent, Crichton attacks her friends, calling them all 
druggies and slackers. Or something along those lines. Chiana doesn't see what's so 
wonderful about being stuck on Moya and points out that it was Crichton himself who 
said she could leave the ship whenever she wanted. "Well, see ya," Chiana tells him. 
Crichton glares at Mom -- | mean, "Aeryn" -- and tells her, "Feel free to jump in at any 
time." Aeryn sadly points out that it's Chiana's choice. Crichton storms off. Taking the 
softer approach, Aeryn talks to Chiana about joining the clan and asks if she's really 
going to jump. "I might," Chiana says sadly, confused by why Crichton went away 
when she ordered him to. 
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Seeking out the boyfriend, Crichton turns to a tripping Stoner: "Yo, Bob Marley, you 
seen Molnon?" Guess not. The Stoner moves on down the corridor without looking at 
Crichton or this Bob Marley person. Once again, someone is following Crichton in a 
loud, mouth-breatherly sort of way. Crichton takes a stealth step backwards and grabs 
the cloaked person out of the shadows. It's a woman, and she pleads with him, "No! 
Please, don't!" Crichton touches something weird on her painted skin and snatches 
his hand back. He goes slo-mo for a second, like her skin is psychedelic. Crichton 
asks the leprotic one why she's been following him. "You old. Still you live," she says. 
Her name is Janixx, and she tells Crichton all the Stoners come down with her brand 
of leprosy if they turn twenty-two and don't take the stone. The young Stoners don't 
like to be reminded what happens if they grow old -- if you ask me, I'd think that would 
just be a further incentive for them to get on with their suicides -- so the leprotic ones 
get lost. They are the Lost People Das spoke of. "Das said he know why this happen. 
He said cliff have answer," Janixx babbles. Do the Lost People lose their subject-verb 
agreement along with their skin tone? Because if so, | don't really blame the young 
Stoners for not wanting them around. Too much of that would get annoying. Crichton 
tries to figure out what she's talking about, but Janixx says "must stay lost" and 
leaves. No argument here. Crichton pulls something from his skin, and we get a 
flashback to his hand grazing Janixx's lesions. He looks intently at what | can only 
describe at this point as one of Janixx's detached scabs. And THAT definitely calls for 
another freaking drink. 

Confronting Molnon, Crichton tells him he's found out his dirty secret. Molnon is 
"pushing" twenty-two, so the end is nigh, whether he Takes the Stone or not. Molnon 
smiles and shakes a finger at him, saying he's been talking to the Lost People. 
Crichton smiles and notes that it's easy to jump when you know you're going to die. 
He gets serious quickly: "Chiana's not going to die. Why drag her into this?" Instead of 
answering, Molnon holds up a bunch of mushrooms and says, "Three lobes gets you 
high, one gets you dead. Never know which one." So, do you eat all four? I'm 
confused. So is Crichton, but instead of worrying about the math, he grabs at Molnon 
and Cool Hand Lukes, "Are we having a failure to communicate here?" Molnon -- 


much like Alice's caterpillar -- refuses to talk to Crichton unless he eats some 
mushroom. Crichton bites one of the stalks and steps back. Molnon waits, getting 
orgasmic. Crichton moves his head and feels sorta funny. | thought you needed three 
to get you high. Oh, | see: of the four, three single ones will get you high and the other 
will kill you. Okay, up to speed now. I'd rather be on speed, but we can't have 
everything. Crichton falls down. Molnon leaps forward and explains, "The only thing 
worth having is a nar! and | want one. And I'm scared that if next | Take the Stone it 
claims me, so Chiana takes my place. She Takes the Stone." SO CONFUSED! Is 
Molnon saying the only thing worth having is a baby? And how can the Stone know if 
Chiana is jumping for Molnon if they are all supposed to jump eventually anyway? Or 
is it that one of the clan has to die every year to keep their population down? The only 
thing worse than a dumb episode is a dumb episode that | can't figure out! How dumb 
does that make me? Crichton pants and slobbers at Molnon to leave Chiana out of 
this. "She wants to flyyyy!" Molnon laughs. "I tell you truth." Yep, he's getting old, 
dropping his articles like dentures in a glass. Crichton says he's going to tell Chiana 
the truth and then goes all fuzzy. Molnon tells him he won't remember. And then 
Crichton totally trips out into some Stooge imitations. 
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Aeryn finds Crichton and slaps him awake, pulling him to his feet. Crichton tells her, "| 
had a pissing contest with Molnon. | won. | think." Aeryn doubts that. Crichton thinks 
he convinced Molnon to convince Chiana not to jump. Oh, that's not good, Crichton! 
You HAVE TO REMEMBER! Oh wait, | don't care about Chiana. Right then, carry on 
with your hangover. Meanwhile, Crichton whips out a small black box and tells Aeryn 
it's a tissue sample from the Lost People -- doesn't he need to explain who those 
people are to Aeryn? -- and she needs to get it to Zhaan to scan so they can 
determine what's killing the Stoners. Oh, let them die -- they're just a strain on our 
country's resources. Crichton staggers off to "see if [his] Excedrin headache was 
worth it." 

Opening a Peacekeeper Dopp kit, Crichton picks up what | would call on Star Trek a 
hypospray, and an amber pill that looks like a Vitamin E tablet. Chiana bounces in to 
see him, shouting his name. Crichton grabs at his head and says, "Not so loud." 
Chiana giggles that the "morna" have a kick to them. Chiana happily tells him that 
Molnon told her what they talked about. Crichton is thrilled and makes moves to get 
off the planet. "Oh, I'm not leavin’, I'm jumpin'!" Chiana trills. Crichton gets mad and 
tells Chiana Molnon's just using her, so he won't have to jump. Chiana insists she 
wants to jump. "Okay, you want to jump? But whatever you want, you can't want to 
die," Crichton pleads, taking her face in his hands. "Well, maybe one day you'll 
understand," he says, stroking her face. Then he takes out the hypospray and injects 
her with something. Chiana gasps and totters around. Everything in her vision is 
blurry. She breathes, "You frelling khan." Chiana, | believe that's "you frelling 
KHAAAAAAAAN!" Crichton hoists her over his shoulders just as Aeryn walks in to ask 
what he's doing. Crichton insists that Chiana wants to jump and kill herself. "You can't 
take her like this," Aeryn tells him calmly. Crichton, infuriated, points out that Aeryn is 
the "poster girl for frontal assault" and he can't believe she's not dragging Chiana back 
herself. Aeryn calmly explains that if she really wants to, Chiana will find a way to kill 
herself, and nothing Crichton does will stop that. Crichton puts Chiana down on a bed 


and asks when Aeryn got so insightful. "| understand loss," Aeryn says simply. "So do 
|," Crichton says. He asks if she sent the tissue samples to Zhaan. She did. "Well, let's 
get her on the dog and bone," Crichton says. Aeryn sort of nods then thinks better of it 
and says, "Whatever that means, Crichton." The PHONE, Aeryn! Get with the 
Cockney rhyming slang! | know all Americans do. 
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With greedy satisfaction, Rygel surveys his redecorated room, festooned with the 
spoils of his grave robbing. "Now, this is what a Dominar's chamber should look like -- 
hung with the blood-stained trophies from my conquests." More like 
rotting-flesh-stained, there, Ryg. The camera zooms in on the death mask and then 
sprints to a golden jug, which falls and breaks obediently. Other treasures follow suit, 
hurling themselves to the ground. Finally, the only thing left on display is the death 
mask. Rygel mutters, "This cannot be real. Yes, | know what's happening." 

From the ship, Zhaan tells Crichton that the tissue samples from Janixx do indicate 
long-term radiation exposure, but the levels are pretty low. D'Argo adds that Pilot 
thinks the cliff chamber is acting as an amplifier, increasing the radiation exposure. 
Aeryn posits that that's why everyone dies at twenty-two, and Zhaan agrees. Crichton 
wonders if Das knew that already. "He knew if the clans moved out of the caves, 
they'd stop dying so young," Crichton muses. "They'd have no reason to Take the 
Stone," Aeryn says, Peter Cotton-Tailing sarcastically. Crichton thanks D'Argo and 
Zhaan and promises they'll be back soon. Zhaan blesses them and signs off just in 
time for Rygel to zoom in and accuse Zhaan of effecting a curse in his room. He 
refuses to return any of his junk and zooms huffily off. Zhaan looks serenely interested 
in this turn of events. 

Down on the planet. Vyna goes into labor. Aeryn and Crichton walk in and Aeryn 
offers to help her. Vyna flings Aeryn's hand off and says their clan gives birth alone 
while everyone else is at The Gathering. Crichton comments sourly on Chiana "doing 
the bungee without the rope." Vyna screams at him to leave her alone. Aeryn and 
Crichton quickly explain why they all die so young. Crichton says that Das probably 
knew the reason, too. Aeryn explains that if they all move out of the caves and to the 
surface, they and their children can live longer lives. Crichton insists they talk to the 
clans and promises no one has to jump again. Screaming in pain, Vyna explains that 
Molnon didn't make Das jump, the rules of the clan did, and Das understood that as 
he died. Vyna announces that Das will now live forever because he Took the Stone. 
Vyna flings at Aeryn and Crichton that they are old and worn out. If Aeryn's the 
definition of worn out, then bring on old age! Oh, wait, she's only a year older than me. 
Vyna again yells at them to leave. They finally do. 

Out on the cliffs, there's a whole lot of Peter Cotton-Tailing going on. Chiana kicks out 
her legs twitchily and looks deep into the pit. Crichton makes a speech. He explains 
the radiation and says they can all be old just like him if they move to the surface. 
Molnon hisses that the surface belongs to the Royals and their tombs. Interesting that 
the Stoners live deep in the caves, but they're such shallow individuals, they'd rather 
die than get ugly. A Stoner makes a move on Crichton, but he and Aeryn whip out 
their guns in unison. "You think that Janixx has it bad. Wait until you see what this 
does to your face," Crichton says quietly. HELL YEAH! A round of fist pumps for 
everyone, on me! Chiana whines in Crichton's direction, but he tells her to shut up. 


Grabbing Molnon, he drags him forward and invites him to kiss his beloved stone. 
"Whaddaya say? Wanna take it together? Tick, tick, tick, tick! Time's running out," 
Crichton whispers. "Garda doesn't understand," Molnon slurs, "we want The Stone." 
More Peter Cotton-Tailing, including one from Chiana. Can't they all just freaking jump 
and be done with it? Crichton shouts that the clans should vote. Molnon says he'll do 
whatever the clans want. Crichton steps back from Molnon. "You satisfied?" Chiana 
asks him. Crichton tries to explain. She stops him, saying, "You can't help me," and 
turns back to the pit. 
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On Moya, Rygel huddles in a corner and tries to reassure himself that Zhaan and 
D'Argo are just trying to scare him into getting a piece of his haul. "Well, they can 
forget about that -- it's not going to work!" There's a metallic plong somewhere in his 
room. Rygel attempts a nervous laugh and then yells that he's Rygel the Sixteenth: 
"You can't scare me!" The box of very pointed jeweled objects in front of him jitters, 
and the very pointed jeweled objects -- they look like hatpins -- fall out. "All right, I'll 
take it back -- all of it, | promise! Just make it stop!" The hatpins fling themselves at 
Rygel, stabbing themselves into the wall behind Rygel's head. "Pilot? Is the transport 
fueled?" he gasps hoarsely. 

Back on the planet of the dead, Crichton waylays Molnon to ask how the vote went 
down. Molnon triumphantly tells him the clans all voted to stay in the caves and keep 
jumping. Crichton is astounded that they didn't believe the radiation is killing them. 
"No, they don't believe they know what's killing them. I'm Rechanting the Gathering. 
They want the Stone -- I've already told Chiana," Molnon says. "I've given her a head 
start -- it's gonna be drad," he muses, and slips off. Crichton calls him to stop and 
says, "Please, just wait --" He punches him. Hard. Very hard. So hard the Stoner 
drops like a stone. (See what | did there?) Crichton shakes off his fist in pain and 
winces, "Why does it always end in tears?" 

Finding Chiana poised once again on the edge of the cliffs, which are empty this time, 
Crichton tells her the clans voted to keep jumping. "They want to die. | just can't 
believe you want to die," he adds. Chiana muses that she never had any courage. "As 
a kid, Nerri gave me everything. | just followed him." Crichton insists that Chiana has 
shown him courage many times. Chiana half-sobs that she has to see if she can do 
the jump. "And if you die?" he asks. Instead of answering, Chiana turns her back to 
the pit and carefully holds out her arms. Crichton stares at her. The music gets all 
kicky and techno as Chiana hums out a single note. She leans back and falls. 
Crichton surges to the edge of the cliffs. Chiana falls and falls. Finally, the harness 
catches, and she bounces on the sonic net. Do you remember those annoying 
commercials for Sonic Net Dot Com? One of them had the alive half of Milli-Vanilli 
saying "Sonic Net dot com" over and over and over. No one ever talks about it, but 
that's why the dot-coms went boom -- it's all Fab's fault. Lightning flashes and, 
affecting what can only be described as a Sandy Duncan as Peter Pan pose, Chiana 
bends one knee in, thigh out, and comes to gently rest on her tip toes. 
"CHIANAAAAAAAAA" Crichton yells down the pit, "YOU DID IT! WOO HOO!" Oh. 
Oh, Crichton, please don't do that EVER again. Chiana looks up at him: "I did it?" 
Well, you aren't dead, are you? Crichton keeps with the woo-hoo-ing and finally drops 
his head on the cliff edge, all tuckered out. Chiana cheers for herself and jerks into a 


particularly elaborate Peter Cotton-Tail. JUST STOP THAT! You know, if it weren't for 
that, | think | could have handled this episode much better. But the pose, the 
FUCKING POSE, is so twee, so Cirque du Soleil, so something you see onstage at a 
Gilbert and Sullivan production where you have to avert your eyes because you're 
sort of embarrassed for the performers and how ridiculous they look. 
-- Page 13 -- 
Up on the surface, Aeryn and Crichton wait by the Prowler. "It's been three arns," 
Aeryn reports. Crichton tells her to keep her pants on. We see the life disk placed in a 
small, shallow pit and then Chiana's hands cover it up with stones and gravel. 
Crichton asks Aeryn if he seems crazy to her lately. "What do you mean ‘lately'?" 
Aeryn wants to know. Crichton says he ate one of Molnon's mushrooms and shrugs, 
"One outta four will get you dead." "Was that supposed to get Chiana out of here more 
quickly, John? You eating a mushroom?" Aeryn asks, smiling knowingly. It worked for 
Alice. Sort of. There's a Hynerian grunt and a clatter, as Rygel dumps his booty and 
fiddles over it. Aeryn tells him they're leaving in ninety minutes, with or without him. 
Rygel growls that he's going as fast as he can, and shoves the treasure back in a pit. 
Crichton walks over and kneels next to Chiana, who greets him, "Hey, Old Man." "Hey, 
Little Girl," he returns, a hand on her shoulder, "you okay?" Chiana says she is and 
adds that Molnon was right about one thing, the jump was incredible: "You should've 
tried it." "Nah," Crichton says, "I'm too old." Chiana covers her brother's grave with 
both hands. Crichton gently tells her that it's time to go and helps her to her feet. They 
look out over the grave-ridden planet, and Chiana suggests, "Let's get out of this dead 
place." And | forgot this part -- Crichton Peter Cotton-Tails! EW! EW! EW! Chiana, of 
course, follows suit, and | swear to GOD, if they ever get D'Argo to do it, I'm leaving. 
Many, many thanks to the PHP Simple HTML DOM Parser | Speedy hosting by 
WebFaction | Google+ 

; ie ; 2 
- You Know, For Kids - 


-- Page 1 -- 

For any of you foolish enough to be reading this without ever having seen the show, 
Farscape was probably best summarized by someone on Warren Ellis's forum as 
being all about the adventures of an American trapped in the Australian S&M scene. 
See if that helps. The cool thing for me is that | can play the DVD on the same 
computer I'm writing this with, which is a lot easier than my usual system. On the 
other hand: no captions. My DVD is an import, and | guess the Brits don't go in for that 
sort of thing. But they do go in for age-specific ratings, and they'd like you to know that 
this episode is suitable for persons twelve and older. So no actual Tubey's Kids should 
read this. How sad. 

We open with D'Argo and Crichton pedeconferencing down that one hallway on Moya. 
D'Argo explains that he's brought someone named T'raltixx aboard. Who started the 
thing with science fiction and apostrophes, anyway? Apparently, T'raltixx can "adjust 
Moya's electromagnetics" so that the ship can't be traced. Crichton doesn't like the 
idea, but D'Argo expositions about how Scorpius is searching for them. Can we talk 
about Crichton's hair? | haven't watched these episodes in a while, and I'd forgotten 
about it. | think it's supposed to be stylishly mussed, but it's too short, so it just looks 
like he was hanging upside down while it dried. Can't he even borrow someone's 


comb? | could see Aeryn hoarding the hair implements, because she's got quite a 
mane to take care of, but you'd think that Chiana would share. 

D'Argo and Crichton arrive in the maintenance bay, where Chiana is wheeling 
supplies aboard. Chiana reports that she's purchased them all a heaping supply of 
"dry food rectangles." Yum. Crichton grabs one and starts chewing, and then whines, 
"Crackers? You just bought crackers?" Chiana whines right back, and says that they 
didn't have time to get anything else. Not even some aerosol cheese? Actually, given 
what happens to Rygel later, that's probably for the best. Crichton wanders over to 
Aeryn, who is fussing with one of the Peacekeeper warning beacons. She explains, 
"This is why we only had time to get crackers," and they both chew crackers as she 
explains that she saw ten beacons in the market. She says she's trying to find a signal 
that will tell her where Scorpius is, so that they can go in the opposite direction. Zhaan 
interrupts to announce that T'raltixx is ready for them. Aeryn smirkingly tells Crichton 
that they're testing T'raltixx's device on his module. She expositions that the module 
has "Moyan modifications," so that they can monitor what happens. 
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Then we see T'raltixx, and heavens. So, he's like a wizened old elf, sort of, with the 
pointy ears and the pointy head. He doesn't have eyes, and his hair is sort of like 
insect hairs seen under a microscope, and he's got tubes running into his nostrils, and 
as if that weren't enough, you know those pumps you see in ER scenes where the 
little accordion pleats go up and down as someone breathes? He's got one of those in 
his head. Why? And also, why? T'raltixx gamely tries to act past his extremely 
peculiar prosthetics as he explains that the device he'll install on Moya will be larger, 
but that this will get the idea across. He asks for someone to start the module up for 
him, and Crichton grumbles his way over and starts in on how he bought a set of 
knives once: "Cat swore to me that they could cut through anything. Bone, metal, 
shoes -- hell, he could cut through my damn car, and still dice tomatoes! You know 
what? He was lying." Aeryn keeps working on the beacon and ignores Crichton, but 
Zhaan gives him a pained "Don't be crazy in front of the guests" look. A bemused 
T'raltixx asks, "If you don't wish my services..." Crichton interrupts: "Bingo!" T'raltixx 
puts his hands to his head and and whimpers that Crichton's voice hurts his ears. 
Crichton more quietly says that he doesn't want T'raltixx around, but that the others 
do, so he'll go start the ship. Apparently he just wanted to complain for a while first. 
But Crichton can't do anything without yammering about it for a while. If you took out 
all of his carping, they'd have a half-hour show. Crichton warns T'raltixx that if 
anything "funky" happens to his module, he'll be most displeased. Zhaan starts 
tugging T'raltixx away from the crazy person, and T'raltixx tells Crichton that he should 
only run the ship for ten microts -- any longer and the device will explode. Crichton 
sighs, "It just gets better and better," while Aeryn munches more crackers and giggles. 
Crichton hops into the cockpit and fires up the module, and T'raltixx's device starts 
glowing and making noise as everyone watches expectantly. Then there's a wide shot 
of the module, which gradually starts to vanish from the back toward the front. Which, 
okay, visual medium and everything, but it still seems questionable that something 
that's supposed to interfere with tracking actually makes things disappear when you're 
looking right at them. Crichton counts to ten as more and more of the ship vanishes 
behind him. He's too busy being ostentatiously long-suffering to notice the reactions of 


the people watching, and the invisibility starts to creep over him as he finally reaches 
ten and turns the engine off. The module is, um, unerased, and the device powers 
down as Zhaan gasps, "By the Goddess, it worked!" She laughs delightedly, and 
maybe she's turned invisible herself, because Crichton obliviously grumps, "See, 
nothing happened! What? What are you all looking at?" Aeryn smirks at him. This is 
not one of the episodes you use to prove that he's intelligent, honestly. 
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Credits. His name is John Crichton. He was shot through a wormhole and now he's on 
a ship -- a living ship, full of Muppets. He's being hunted by an insane military 
commander. He meant Crais originally, which | always forget. He's just looking for a 
way home, so he can get a decent haircut. 

When we return, Crichton's visiting Pilot. Since the teaser, someone sat down with 
Crichton and explained what happened using small words. And maybe a flowchart. So 
now it's his job to convince Pilot to go along with the plan. Pilot asks how the module 
is, and Crichton reports that it's fine, and so is he. He's still eating crackers as Pilot 
drily says, "While vaguely concerned about you, I'm much more interested in how this 
will affect Moya." Crichton insists that this might be the only way to escape from all the 
bounty hunters after them. Pilot doesn't want to go to "the transformation yards" on 
T'raltixx's home world. See, T'raltixx has to take them to his place, because a 
disappearing device for Moya would be too big to build anywhere else. When asked if 
he trusts T'raltixx, Crichton says that T'raltixx is blind, and that "barring the Yoda 
factor," if he causes any trouble, they can lock him up. Pilot repeats his question, and 
Crichton duhs, "Hell, no, | don't trust him. Do | look stupid to you?" Pilot blinks wearily, 
and Crichton quickly tells him not to answer that. He explains that when they get 
close, Pilot can do a long-range scan of the planet, and Aeryn will check it out in her 
Prowler to make sure it's safe. He insists, "I think it's worth the risk." Pilot sighs and 
announces that he's changing course. 

Moya vrooms toward five prettily glowing pulsars. Up in Command, T'raltixx explains 
that his planet is a day's travel past the pulsars. Zhaan gazes admiringly at the flares 
from the pulsars, and T'raltixx says, "| should warn you..." Crichton interrupts, "Here it 
comes." T'raltixx insists that it's nothing to worry about, but that sometimes the light 
from the pulsars affects "lesser species." He clarifies: "Genetic laborers, ungifted 
menials. It's rare that it would disturb beings of your sentient stature." D'Argo asks 
what kind of effect the light has. T'raltixx explains that it impairs judgment and may 
cause some "wooooooziness." He really enjoyed saying "wooziness." | enjoyed it, too. 
T'raltixx adds that the effects are "minor and temporary." Everyone gazes out at the 
pulsars, and Crichton asks how everyone feels. D'Argo and Rygel say that they're 
fine. Zhaan volunteers that she does feel something. And she likes it! She closes her 
eyes dreamily and murmurs, "The light..." Crichton and D'Argo share an eye-roll and 
sigh, remembering Zhaan's blissfest from "Till the Blood Runs Clear." 
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Crichton leads T'raltixx down the corridor and waves two fingers up over his shoulder. 
T'raltixx immediately says, "Two fingers," and explains that he has an "internal radar" 
and can sense motion. To prove the point, he steps over a DRD that has paused on 
the floor in front of him. Crichton asks T'raltixx to wait for a minute, and pops back into 
the cargo bay, where Chiana is sitting at the table in front of a pile of crackers. He 


asks what she's doing, and Chiana says, "I'm having sex with three Hynerian 
donkeys. What does it look like?" Crichton asks why she didn't join them on 
Command to look at the pulsars, and she pretends to be world-weary and assures 
him that the light won't affect her. She crunches some more crackers, and Crichton 
tensely asks if she's saving any for the rest of the crew. With her mouth full, Chiana 
says, "Oh woh duhs poey mooo," which means, "Oh, well, there's plenty more." As 
Crichton exits, D'Argo arrives. and they give each other a weird look before Crichton 
twirls his way back to T'raltixx. Chiana tells D'Argo, "He thinks I'm stealing food!" 
D'Argo takes in the pile of crackers on the table and asks, "Are you?" Heh. | think 
Chiana should be offended -- not at the accusation of stealing, but at the idea that 
she's such a bad thief that she'd sit in plain sight and eat the stolen food right where 
she found it. Chiana says no, and then adds, "We've gotta talk." 

Crichton continues leading T'raltixx through the ship. Apparently, they're having some 
trouble finding suitable accommodations, because the engine noise bothers T'raltixx. 
As they pass Rygel's quarters, Rygel aggressively says that T'raltixx can't stay in his 
room. Not that anyone asked. Crichton points out, "All his senses are heightened, 
including his nose. You might kill him without intending to." They start to move on, but 
then Crichton pops back to quietly tell Rygel, "Chiana's eating all the food." As he 
leads T'raltixx on, Crichton mentions, "[Rygel] eats and craps his body weight twice a 
day." Thanks for sharing, Crichton. It would be funny to find out that his time on Moya 
had actually improved Crichton's conversational skills. Like if DK turned up and was 
all, "Jeez, dude, you've gotten all snotty and high-class. | don't even know you 
anymore." 

Aeryn's still fiddling with the beacon when a hologram of Scorpius springs out like a 
Jack-in-the-Box. Which would be a pretty awesome toy if you want to traumatize 
some kids, actually. The message itself seems to be stuck, since Scorpius just says 
"Reward for the capture of John Crichton" a few times. Aeryn tries thumping the 
beacon, and the hologram vanishes. Zhaan strolls over and asks what's up. Aeryn 
explains that there's a glitch in the message, and that she's looking for more data. 
Zhaan asks, "Like what?," and Aeryn replies, "Like, | don't know, like why don't you 
leave me alone and go and sit in the sun?" Zhaan smiles in a pissed-off way and 
wonders if maybe there's a message from Scorpius offering Aeryn a pardon if she'll 
turn the others in. Aeryn snaps, "Do you have to be so frelling annoying? I'm trying to 
work here." Crichton's voice comes over the comm, asking where Zhaan is. Zhaan 
calls, "I'm up in the maintenance bay, John, about to have a fight with Aeryn.” Aeryn 
chuckles fakely. Crichton reminds them about the pulsars, and Zhaan says, "That's 
right. [T'raltixx] said that it affected lesser species. That might explain her behavior." 
Aeryn rolls her eyes, and Crichton tells Zhaan to come handle T'raltixx: "You brought 
his fuzzy ass on board, and he's driving me nuts." Zhaan catches a note of impending 
craziness in Crichton's voice, and asks if he's all right. Crichton grrs, "I'm fine. Just get 
your big, blue butt down here!" 
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The camera swings through the corridor and finds D'Argo exploring an odd noise. He 
enters the maintenance bay, where Rygel is posed in front of his own pile of crackers. 
D'Argo growls, "What are you doing?" Rygel stammers a little, and D'Argo marches 
forward and hauls Rygel up by his robes. Hands on the puppet! Rygel quickly explains 


that he heard Chiana was stealing food. D'Argo says, "So you decided to get here 
first?" He adds, "Chiana told me that you would start to rob from us." Rygel whimpers 
and insists that Chiana's the thief, not him. D'Argo says that if Rygel wants crackers, 
he can have them. He slams Rygel onto his back and grabs a fistfull of crackers, and 
then shoves them into Rygel's mouth. Rygel gags and struggles and aw, look at his 
cute little teeth! D'Argo shoves more and more crackers into Rygel's face as he rants, 
"We've got plenty. You see? Now eat! You've got three stomachs -- one of them must 
be empty! EAT 'EMI!" | wonder if D'Argo's trying to make pate de foam gras. That 
would give them something to put on the crackers, at least. D'Argo finally steps back, 
and Rygel whimpers sadly on the table. D'Argo stares at him and then says, "Grrrah!" 
Or possibly, "Khhhrrrggh!" And off he stomps. 

Zhaan is reclining happily on some reflective material as T'raltixx calls Pilot, worried 
that something's wrong with her. He think she's in a trance. Pilot asks, "Is 
she...smiling?" T'raltixx says that she is. In fact, she's purring, with her hands curled 
up around her face. Pilot discretely suggests that she's just "enjoying" the pulsars. He 
explains, "She's a plant. Put her in the light, watch her smile." T'raltixx has another 
question: "Crichton and the rest on Moya -- do you like them?" Pilot ponders that and 
rather wonderingly says, "You know, | don't think | do like them." T'raltixx hms, "I 
thought as much." 

Crichton roams the halls, calling for Pilot. When Pilot answers, Crichton complains 
that they've been calling him for half an arn. Pilot says that there must be a problem 
with their comms. Crichton grumps, "Have you noticed anything different around here, 
shell-head?" Pilot fumes while Crichton explains that everyone's acting weird, and 
asks Pilot to analyze the light to see if it's affecting them. Pilot agrees to run a scan. 
Crichton sarcastically says, "Thank you so much." Pilot grunts. From down the hall, 
Crichton hears Aeryn and Chiana arguing, and goes to investigate. 

In the maintenance bay, Chiana is demanding that Aeryn show her the message on 
the beacon. The hologram of Scorpius flashes in and out as Aeryn tells Chiana to 
back off. Chiana starts to say, "Zhaan told us you were --" when Crichton enters and 
asks what's going on. Aeryn says that it's nothing, but Chiana goes straight to him and 
claims that there's a hidden message on the beacon that Aeryn won't let her see. 
Aeryn says that there's no hidden message. Crichton quickly tells Aeryn to play the 
message: "If there's nothing secret on the beacon, then show her the message, and 
she can get the hell out of here." Chiana recoils and asks why Crichton wants her to 
see the message. She suspiciously asks, "What's on there [that] you want me to 
see?" Aeryn leans over and rubs her head in the background, and Crichton quietly 
says, "Aeryn's right. You're freakin’ insane." Aeryn looks upward and sighs, "Thank 
you," at this validation. D'Argo turns up to join the wacky free-for-all, and Crichton 
doesn't even turn around as he sneers, "Go back to your mountain, Grizzly, you're not 
wanted here." 
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Chiana says that Aeryn and Crichton are up to something: "First of all, they don't want 
me to watch the beacon, and now they want me to watch the beacon" It is pretty 
insidious when you look at it that way. Crichton says that he could "give a squirrel's 
nut" what she watches, and gestures toward her face. Chiana squeaks and shakes 
away from him. D'Argo pulls Crichton back and asks why they won't show Chiana the 


message. Crichton tells D'Argo not to touch him, and D'Argo promptly punches him in 
the face. They're a contrary bunch. Aeryn rushes over and gets in front of D'Argo as 
she whoas, "Oh, | don't think so." She and D'Argo eye each other as Crichton picks 
himself up off the floor. Crichton tries to calm things down, saying, "We're fighting over 
lousy crackers and secret messages that don't exist!" The music gets all swirly like a 
flashback is going to break out at any second, and Aeryn and D'Argo keep on 
smirking at each other in that special "I'm about to rip your throat out" way. Crichton 
continues, "We were never normal, guys...Someone wanna tell me what's 
happening?" Heh. D'Argo finally turns away and offers a small, "Sorry, John." D'Argo 
and Chiana cuddle against each other, and Crichton insists that once they're past the 
pulsars everything will go back to normal. Aeryn opens her eyes really wide and adds, 
"Chiana, feel free to take a look, or not take a look; | really don't care." Chiana nods 
and agrees that she'll do whatever she wants. Aeryn gives her a thumbs up and 
enthuses, "Great!" Chiana heads out, and as she goes Aeryn adds, "You know, | was 
only trying to--" and then she screams, "-- BE POLITE!" She hurries out through the 
opposite door. D'Argo asks if Crichton's okay, and, without getting answer, adds, "I'm 
good," and follows Chiana out. 

Once D'Argo's gone, Crichton menaces, "Yeah, you're real good." He calls for Pilot 
and goes out the way Aeryn went. The camera pans up to reveal...oh dear, again. 
T'raltixx is clinging to the ceiling, and his head is turned all the way around so that he's 
looking down at the floor. Or he would be looking down if he had eyes. You know what 
| mean. A DRD on a nearby bulkhead beeps at him, and T'raltixx turns and leans 
down. Then a row of bright lights open up on his face where his eyes should be, and a 
bolt of energy bursts out, zapping the DRD. The DRD drops to the floor with a clunk 
as sparks shoot out of it. Aw. T'raltixx then skitters across the ceiling, which is 
something that probably disturbs Johanna, who has issues with things crawling across 
ceilings. To me it just looks goofy. 
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Moya continues past the pretty pulsars as Crichton tells T'raltixx that the pulsars are 
making everyone nuts. T'raltixx -- having apparently skittered back to where he's 
supposed to be -- insists that he's never heard of the pulsars affecting people so 
"drastically." Zhaan's still stretched out happily, wiggling her fingers like maybe she 
can see trails. Crichton asks why the pulsars don't affect T'raltixx himself, and T'raltixx 
explains that maybe since he's got no optic neurons to be affected by the light. From 
the floor, Zhaan urges Crichton just to enjoy the light, and Crichton grumbles, "Yeah, 
have another one, Blue Girl." Not one of his most creative nicknames. He tells T'raltixx 
about Zhaan's photogasms and adds, "Unless she's faking it -- they can do that, 
y'know." Zhaan giggles that she's not faking it. T'raltixx suggests that maybe they 
should turn back, and Zhaan immediately wakes up and insists that she wants Moya 
to start going in circles where they are. Crichton, slightly more rationally, notes that 
they're already past the halfway point, so turning around doesn't make any sense. 
T'raltixx says that the effects of the pulsars should begin to diminish. Crichton says, 
"They'd better." Or? Or he'll blow something up, | guess. That's his solution to 
everything. Just you watch. 

Aeryn, rifle in hand, moves through the corridors. She's so pretty. The soundtrack 
goes, "Ooooh, aaaah," and there's a whizzy noise as well, and one of those sounds 


causes her to hiss, "Rygel, | Know you're down here." She rushes for a vent, pops off 
the cover, and finds Rygel cowering inside. She grabs him by the neck as he 
whimpers, "Did D'Argo send you to finish the job?" Hands on the puppet! Aeryn calls 
him "a coward and a zannet," and adds that, nonetheless, she can trust him because 
he's too much of a coward to betray her. And too much of a zannet, | presume. Rygel 
gets as far as "I trust you, too, Aeryn,” before she tells him to shut up. Aeryn says that 
she has a plan, and needs him to watch her back. She, um, cocks her rifle? She does 
something that makes it click and beep, anyway, and then aims it at Rygel's head and 
asks if he wants to volunteer. 

In what we'll pretend is another corridor, Chiana is consulting D'Argo. She still thinks 
that Aeryn is hiding a secret message on the beacon. D'Argo takes the idea and runs 
with it, speculating that Aeryn's trying to turn them all in to Scorpius. Chiana wonders 
if Aeryn's working with Crichton. D'Argo shakes his head rapidly and exhales, 
because | guess he wanted to show off his chicken impression just then. He says that 
they'll have to get off Moya to be safe. Before he can continue that thought, Zhaan 
walks into view, and Chiana ducks away as she grumps, "You deal with it." D'Argo 
turns and asks Zhaan what she wants, and she duhs, "More light." D'Argo asks if 
she's working with Crichton, and Zhaan sneers, "What are you talking about?" and 
walks away. D'Argo calls her back and, when Zhaan turns, he gives her a 
tongue-lashing. You know, in that way he does. Zhaan collapses, and Chiana jumps 
out and boggles. D'Argo says, "She's definitely working with Crichton." Chiana agrees: 
"Definitely." 
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Meanwhile, Pilot is running down to a weary Crichton what he sees as the defects in 
the human species. Pilot admits, "I'm only judging based on my experience with you." 
Pilot, we don't all have crazy hair: honest. Crichton asks if Pilot's run a scan on the 
pulsar light. Pilot asks, "How do humans make it through a cycle -- even half a cycle -- 
without killing each other?" Crichton grunts, "We find it difficult," and asks again about 
the scan. Pilot, undeterred, notes, "You're not particularly smart, can hardly smell, can 
barely see, and you're not even vaguely physically or spiritually imposing." He asks if 
there's anything humans do well, and Crichton suggests, "Watch football." Pilot says 
that nobody trusts him, although sometimes the others pity him for his incompetence. 
Heh. Crichton starts to climb up onto Pilot's console and fiddle with it in an attempt to 
run the scan himself. Pilot starts flapping at him and grumbling, "Don't touch my 
console!" They start playing patty-cake and yelling at each other until something on 
the console goes kerblooey, tossing Crichton onto the floor. Pilot sighs, "| warned 
you." Crichton hops to his feet wearing Confused Expression #17, and asks Pilot 
what's wrong. So, doing violence to Crichton kind of wakes him up. Only on this show 
can you actually beat some sense into people. Pilot insists that he's fine, and Crichton 
confirms that the pulsar light doesn't reach into Pilot's hidey-hole: "You can't actually 
see the light. So why are you being affected by it?" Pilot snaps that it isn't affecting 
him. Crichton yells, "I've been in the light, Zhaan's been in the light, but..." He snaps 
his fingers to indicate an epiphany, and marches out. 

Crichton calls, "Hey guys, | think I'm on to something," and strides into the 
maintenance bay. Where Aeryn immediately whirls and aims her gun at him as she 
warns him off. Rygel's in the background, by another pile of crackers, as Aeryn 


explains, "We're only taking our equal share of food." Rygel urges Aeryn to shoot 
Crichton if he comes any closer. Crichton sighs, "Don't make me crazy, okay?" The 
audience screams, "Too late!" Crichton insists that he doesn't care about the crackers, 
but of course, Rygel does. Crichton grouses, "Food? Is that what this is all about?" 
The music gets all whirly again, and Crichton snaps, "Okay, then where's my ice 
cream?" Aeryn and Rygel are understandably perplexed, and Crichton repeats his 
question. Rygel says, "| have no idea what 'eyes is green' is." Crichton babbles that 
Rygel's playing dumb, and sings the "| scream/You scream..." ditty while Aeryn lowers 
her gun. Crichton goes on ranting, "Baskin Robbins, Ben and Jerry's, Good Humor..." 
He heads for the door and spits out, "What's your favorite, Creamsicle or Fudgsicle?" 
and then runs away. 
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Pilot calls T'raltixx on the comm and asks where the DRDs have gone. T'raltixx 
apologizes and explains that he needs the DRDs to help him. We see the DRDs 
clinging to the walls behind T'raltixx, and long ropes of wire draped all over. Oh, he's 
installing cable! Cool. T'raltixx says that the darkness hurts his nonexistent eyes. No 
seriously, that's what he says. He tells Pilot that he needs to make bright light. If only 
he needed to make Lite-Brites, all of this trouble could have been avoided. T'raltixx 
says, "I'm just altering Moya's bioluminescence for a few moments. It won't hurt her. 
Trust me." Pilot says that he doesn't trust T'raltixx, so T'raltixx asks whether Pilot 
trusts the rest of the crew. Pilot isn't sure. T'raltixx then asks if Pilot needs the crew, 
and that's easier to answer. Pilot says, "No. They get in the way more than help." He's 
not wrong. T'raltixx prepares to make Pilot an offer he can't refuse. 

Zhaan, still unconscious, has been pulled into the maintenance bay. D'Argo is fussing 
with the module and starting to bicker with Chiana. Crichton strolls in and takes in the 
scene before calmly asking if D'Argo killed Zhaan. D'Argo chuckles and explains that 
he just, um, tongued her. As it were. Incidentally, we get a rare opportunity to see 
Zhaan's feet here. She appears to be wearing loafers painted blue to match her skin. 
It's not a good look. | always thought she'd wear sandals. Anyway, D'Argo claims to 
know that Zhaan was working with Crichton, while Chiana wriggles in under D'Argo's 
arm like a puppy. Crichton ignores the accusation and calls them "Gilligan and Mary 
Ann." Then he muses about whether Chiana's more like Ginger, and says, "I'd have to 
see you in a Wonderbra to know." Given that Chiana's cleavage is airbrushed on, | 
think not. Crichton asks, "Where are you guys takin' the Minnow?" I've just formed a 
new theory: Crichton gradually goes nuts in the course of the show because the poor 
little overworked translator microbes are getting revenge by frying his brain one 
neuron at a time. Chiana says they're leaving Moya. Crichton disagrees, and holds up 
a circuit board: "Afraid it needs this to fly." He adds that he's disabled the hangar 
doors so that nobody can leave. With that, he exits. D'Argo stares after Crichton while 
Chiana frets, "He didn't care about Zhaan." She wriggles away from D'Argo and 
complains, "You said she was working for him." D'Argo stammers in confusion and 
starts to stroke Chiana's face, but she jumps away and snaps, "Stay back!" She 
hurries away, and D'Argo's left alone saying, "Um..." 
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In Command, Aeryn shoves the big desk across the floor to block the door. She tells 
Rygel that she's not going to steal his food, so he needs to stay alert while she 


finishes blocking the door. Rygel insists that he's watching her back, and Aeryn 
grumbles that, with his help, she'll survive an extra 2 microts. Rygel says that he could 
pop back into the ducts if he wanted. Aeryn asks, "Run away, as always?" Rygel huffs, 
"| never run away. | strategically maneuver!" Heh. Aeryn draws her gun and takes aim 
at Rygel, but they're interrupted when Crichton calls the obligatory "Heeeeeeere's 
Johnny!," and pokes his head around the door and into the room. Aeryn tells him to go 
away, and Crichton ducks around to the other side of the door as she aims at him. He 
eyes the barricade and asks, "What's going on? Is this a French Revolution type of 
thing?" Aeryn keeps her gun trained on him as she tells him to keep out. Crichton 
admits that he might be crazy, at which Aeryn nods a little like, "Yeah, what else is 
new?" He insists that he's got a plan, which is also business as usual. He suggests, 
"We all put our guns down, lock 'em in a closet. That way nobody gets hurt." Aeryn 
doesn't like it. Crichton wheedles, "Honey, please?" Heh. 

Aeryn fires, and Crichton ducks out of the way behind a bulkhead. Aeryn leans 
through the doorway and calls, "Next time you'll be a crouton, Crichton." Er. Well, 
she's new to the punning. Crichton calls for Pilot, who asks in a very HAL 9000 
mellow way if anything's wrong. Crichton hisses that "that damn Peacekeeper bitch" 
has barricaded herself in Command. He asks Pilot to shut down the lights and power 
to Command, but Pilot says, "I'm sorry, John. | cannot do that." Aeryn interrupts, 
poking her head into the corridor to ask Crichton if he's having trouble. She points her 
gun at her own head and says that he'll only take her gun away when she's dead. 
Crichton snorts and gestures to his own head as he says, "Look at what you're doing!" 
Aeryn glances at the gun, laughs merrily, and lowers the gun. She leans back to tell 
Rygel, "He's absolutely right -- the power setting's too low!" She turns the dial on the 
gun and lunges back out the door to fire at Crichton, who ducks again. Aeryn calls, 
"Thank you! So much better!" Crichton shouts, "You missed! Ah ha ha ha ha!" Then 
he runs away. The fake triumphant laugh is my second favorite thing in this episode, | 
think. 

Chiana has pulled the beacon out into the corridor, for some reason, and watches as 
the hologram of Scorpius says, "His name: John Crichton" a few times. Crichton 
wanders up and asks her what she's doing. Chiana starts to run away, but Crichton 
grabs her arms and holds her very close as he asks why she's messing with the 
beacon. Chiana purrs that she's not doing anything. Then she knees him in the groin, 
and runs off while he collapses onto the floor. Crichton moans and tells the hologram, 
"They don't get it, Scorpy. They don't get how crazy they are." The hologram replies, 
"You're right, John. They don't get it." Crichton stares up at Scorpius as the hologram 
continues, "They don't get how crazy they are because --" Then the hologram turns 
into...well, not the real Scorpius, really, and in fact it's a less real Scorpius than the 
hologram version, but let's just say that the actor is actually standing there in the 
scene now, and you can decide for yourself how the word "real" should be applied. 
So: Scorpius steps away from the beacon and bends down by a boggled Crichton 
before finishing, "-- 'cause they stole the crackers." 
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Aeryn is messing with a large bundle of wires as Rygel sneers at her chances of 
taking over the ship. Aeryn says that she's disabled Pilot's ability to monitor them. She 
adds, "We just have to hope that the others keep him busy." Rygel's not too 


impressed with that plan, but Aeryn insists that a soldier has to take chances. The 
point here is: they bicker. Come to think of it, | could have summarized three-quarters 
of the episode with those two words. Wish I'd thought of that earlier. 

Crichton stalks the corridor, Scorpius trailing behind and talking with an echoey voice. 
It's kind of nice to see Scorpius again like this, back before he became the Fonzie, or 
the Spike, or whatever your personal example is of a character whose popularity far 
exceeded his usefulness. Scorpius says, "You remember that cracker? That older kid, 
Howie Lewis, who beat you up for it? You were just twelve." Crichton goes on ducking 
around corners as Scorpius describes how Crichton poured sugar into the tank of 
Howie's Harley, and concludes, "Revenge is a dish best served cold, and you like 
revenge, don't you?" Crichton finally turns around and tells Scorpius to shut up. He 
mutters, "I hate it when villains quote Shakespeare." Well, lucky for you he wasn't 
quoting Shakespeare, then. Grumble. Star Trek has so goddamned much to answer 
for. Scorpius tells Crichton that they're coming to kill him; cue the whirly music as he 
adds, "We'd better get ready." 

T'raltixx shouts, "| need more light!" Pilot's all, "| canna give her any more poweh, 
Cap'n," only without the accent. T'raltixx whines, "Please, Pilot. You save me, then I'll 
save you." Pilot, lucid for a moment, asks what he needs to be saved from. T'raltixx 
insists that the rest of the crew is plotting against him, and repeats that Pilot can't trust 
them. Pilot sighs that he'll boost the power to T'raltixx's whajamahoozit. 

D'Argo is looking very vigilant with his Qualta blade up over his shoulder. 
Unfortunately, he's not actually being very vigilant, since Crichton jumps out with his 
gun drawn and orders D'Argo to drop his sword. They don't go for a Princess Bride 
reference here, for some reason. D'Argo stares at Crichton, who calls, "Down, boy. 
Roll over." That can't possibly help. D'Argo drops the Qualta blade and tells Crichton 
to go ahead and kill him. Swirly music, and from off on the sidelines Scorpius urges, 
"Go on, John, do it. Then we can go to the beach!" Crichton stares at D'Argo while 
Scorpius adds, "I know a place with naked Sebacean girls and margarita shooters." 
Heh. Okay, that's my third favorite part. Crichton tells Scorpius to go away, and then 
pulls out a second gun that he aims at Scorpius. When Crichton turns his head, 
D'Argo twitches like he's going to pick up the Qualta blade, but Crichton turns back 
and asks, "Am | being irrational?" He thinks for a minute and says, "Well, have a little 
pain," and shoots D'Argo in the leg. Crichton and Scorpius advance toward the fallen 
D'Argo, and Scorpius says, "Finish him. Then we can go to that little Eye-talian joint | 
know." Crichton turns and aims both guns at Scorpius as he explains, "| don't like 
Eye-talian." How can you not like Italian food? He really is nuts. Scorpius repeats that 
Crichton should kill D'Argo. Crichton grunts, "Yeah," and turns back to where D'Argo 
is. Or, dun dun dunnn, was, because now there's just a trail of blood leading toward 
the door. Crichton chuckles. 
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Chiana is jumping around nervously as she moves through the corridor, calling for 
D'Argo and Zhaan. From off-camera, Crichton says, "Hi, baby," and when Chiana 
turns, he throws her against a bulkhead and stands close behind her. Chiana squirms 
and insists, "| can help you!" Crichton shoves his gun into her back and hisses, "I'm 
still aching from the last time you helped me. What a slut." The camera moves in on 
their faces so we can't see exactly what's going on as he pulls at her and she jerks. 


But we can probably guess, since he then asks, "Is that why your family abandoned 
you? Because you'd spread 'em for anybody, anytime?" Chiana tries to turn her head 
and whimpers, "Please don't." Crichton says, "No, 'fraid not. My little black book is all 
full." He raises the gun to the side of her neck. Then the camera starts to pull back so 
that there's room for Scorpius to lean in and urge some, ahem, restraint. Scorpius 
suggests tying Chiana up and saving her "for dessert." Crichton starts to lower the 
gun, and Chiana turns her head back to look at him as Scorpius adds, "Kill the others. 
Then we can have a little bit of fun with her." Crichton moves his face through 
Chiana's hair and admits that he likes that idea. Chiana shivers like a bunny, and 
Crichton finally clonks her on the back of the head with his gun. And all of that was my 
favorite part. It's just so wrong. 

Up in Command, Rygel whines that he can hear Crichton coming. Aeryn asks if 
Rygel's going to sell her out to Crichton. Rygel protests, and Aeryn snaps, "You're 
lying! You know how | know that? Because you always lie." She starts to list Rygel's 
faults, which is her first mistake, since that's the sort of activity that could keep you 
busy for years. Luckily, it only takes a half-dozen items before Rygel gets fed up and 
zooms his way across the room to attack her. Another mistake, since of course Aeryn 
sees him coming and smacks him right off his throne. Heh. 

All of this distracts Aeryn from Crichton's entrance, so by the time she notices him, 
he's got both of his guns pointed at her. She aims back at him anyway, and Crichton 
yammers that Aeryn has some character problems: "First you betray the 
Peacekeepers, and every vow you've made since you were born. And now poor 
Sparky here?" He sidles across the room as he continues, "Tell, me Princess: when 
you're old and fat, will you have anything to look back on with pride?" Aeryn waits for 
a beat, and then asks if that's all. She says, "Why don't you make another speech, 
you self-important, deficient little man. All you ever do is talk!" She says that 
Crichton's dad was the hero, and Crichton is "just this test monkey that screwed up 
[his] first experiment." Crichton chortles, and Aeryn lowers her gun as he calls her a 
"frigid, flat-butted Peacekeeper skank!" At the "flat-butted" part, Aeryn glances down 
like she wants to check out her ass. Heh. That's probably my fourth-favorite part. 
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Aeryn raises her gun again, and Scorpius says, "Kill her!" He's now wearing a very 
loud shirt over his S&M-wear. | mean, seriously. Even in space, you can hear this 
shirt. Scorpius tries bribes again: "Then we'll have pizza. And margarita shooters." 
Scorpius pulls two bottles of liquor out from behind his back, and urges Crichton to 
shoot Aeryn. Crichton turns one gun toward Scorpius and says, "Nobody has 
margaritas with pizza." Point. Aeryn looks questioningly at the empty space Crichton 
is threatening. Scorpius holds his hands up and backs away, saying, "You're out of 
your mind, John." Crichton pulls up his second gun and says that he knows that, and 
then fires. Scorpius's head is knocked off, and then there are a dozen little spinning 
Scorpius-heads twirling around and laughing for a moment. Then they multiply, until 
the screen is full of laughing heads, and then they vanish. Aeryn asks, "Are you 
cracking up, little man?" Crichton, calm again, tries to tell her that he's okay, and asks 
her to listen. Aeryn snaps that she's tired of listening to him. Crichton fumes, "I just 
shot Scorpius!" Aeryn says, "When I'm old and fat --" and then she looks down and 
corrects herself, "When I'm old, there is one thing I'm going to look back on with 


enormous pride, and that is killing you." Crichton says that Scorpius wanted him to 
shoot Aeryn. I'm not sure what she's supposed to do with that information. Neither is 
she, so she shoots past Crichton's head, hitting the wall behind him. She smirks, and 
Crichton shoots a wall to the left in what | guess is an "Oh yeah, even | can hit the 
broadside of a barn" gesture. Then Aeryn shoots at him in earnest, and there's a lot of 
ducking and jumping and shooting and exploding for a minute or so. And then they're 
out of juice. The guns, | mean. From her hiding place, Aeryn asks, "Have you got any 
spare cartridges?" Crichton leaps out from his own corner and rushes toward her with 
a roar. They run toward each other shouting as we fade out. 

And we fade up onto the sight of an unconscious Aeryn getting dragged down a 
corridor. Yeah, | don't buy it either, but what're you gonna do? Crichton has collected 
the entire crew, and tied them to the table, which is still piled high with crackers. He 
handcuffs Aeryn to one of the table legs and pours some water onto her face to wake 
her up. Then he wanders over to kick D'Argo in his wounded leg before saying, "Now 
that we're all here, and so happy, do you think we could all get along for three 
microts?" D'Argo gets a point for saying, "No." Crichton draws his gun and says, "But 
D'Argo, | need you understand that crackers don't matter." We have a title! Crichton 
fires and blasts one of the cracker-piles into crumbs. He giggles crazily for a while and 
tells them, "Today's assignment is...anyone? Anyone?" He walks over to the door, 
spins it closed, and gets his Don Pardo on by calling, "A brand-new car!" On the other 
side of the door, he's written, "T'raltixx." Crichton explains that ever since T'raltixx 
came aboard, they've been fighting. More than usual, that is. He mentions seeing 
Scorpius, and yammers and yammers and finally gets to the point, which is that they 
aren't being affected by the pulsars. Rygel starts to argue, and gets some crackers 
exploded all over him for his trouble. Crichton says, "We are past the pulsars. So how 
come we're acting even crazier? Zhaan?" Zhaan gets up from a seat in the back, and 
grumbles that she's busy. Crichton says, "Yes, yes, private moment #344. Tell them!" 
Eventually, Zhaan admits that she was more affected when she was near T'raltixx. 
She dreamily remembers, "He made me feel..." Crichton tells her to go for #345, and 
asks the others to help him. It's Aeryn's turn to refuse. Crichton makes a 
"beep-beep-beep" nose as he tracks his gun toward her and then explodes some 
more crackers onto her. This is kind of hellish to recap, y'know. You try describing that 
without making hand gestures. 
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Pilot tells T'raltixx that he's overloading the system. T'raltixx keeps bellowing that he 
needs more light. Pilot finally agrees, and the room T'raltixx is in glows a little more. | 
think T'raltixx could just walk over and turn the dimmer switch up for the same effect. 
Lazy bastard. T'raltixx's eyes, or whatever they are, glow too, and he says, "All of 
Moya is beginning to glow! | am maaagnificeeeeent!" Or goofy. You decide. We cut to 
an exterior showing light pouring out of all the little lines on Moya. 

Crichton goes back to the door and says, "I want you to look at what he's doing to 
Moya!" He swings the door open, and light pours into the room. Everyone blinks and 
turns away, except for Zhaan, who preens. Heh. Crichton says that the walls are 
glowing. So, why aren't the walls glowing in the room they're in? Oh well. There are 
plenty of good things about this show, but "making sense" was never a big priority. 
D'Argo asks why T'raltixx would want them all to fight. Crichton explains that it's to 


distract them from T'raltixx's nefarious scheme. Aeryn munches on a cracker as she 
says, "I'll kill him. Undo me." Crichton aims his gun at her and asks if he can trust her. 
Aeryn pulls another cracker-bit out of her cleavage and says, "No." Crichton puts his 
gun away and smirks, "At least you're honest." He removes the cuff, and Aeryn 
immediately grabs him and snarls, "Unless you plan on actually pulling the trigger, 
don't ever pull a gun on me like that again!" Crichton moves his mouth a lot while 
Aeryn yells at him like he's contemplating new ways of making her shut up. They're so 
cute. He finally says that he was just making a point, and Aeryn of course says she 
was, too. Crichton stares at her and gasps, "Don't -- stop it -- focus here." 

Aeryn moves away, and as she starts untying the others, Crichton starts coming up 
with one his patented crazy plans: "T'raltixx said that we're attacked through our optic 
neurons. That's how he's getting to us." So, we're assuming that the bad guy was 
telling the truth about that because....eh, whatever. Crichton says that they need to 
figure out how to protect him from the light and heat, and then he'll go kill T'raltixx. 
D'Argo snorts at the idea of sending Crichton in, but Crichton insists, "I'm the only one 
around here keeping it vaguely under control." Cue the bickering about who gets to kill 
T'raltixx. Chiana, surprisingly, takes Crichton's side, explaining that he isn't as affected 
"because he's deficient." Crichton doesn't care for that theory, but Chiana points out 
that he's got the worst vision of any of them. Crichton complains, "I got great eyes! 
They're better than 20/20, and they're blue!" Chiana asks if he can read what's written 
on a basin across the room. Crichton turns and looks, and we see a nice copper basin 
without any markings. Crichton says there's nothing written on it. Rygel chuckles and 
reads, "Warning..." D'Argo chimes in, "Don't flush corrosives --" and Aeryn puts a 
hand over one of her eyes and finishes, "-- down the waste tunnel." Crichton huffs that 
they're playing a joke on him, and Aeryn sighs that they'd better come up with a good 
plan. As they all parade out of the room, Crichton hisses, "I'm not deficient. I'm 
superior! Humans are superior!" 

-- Page 15 -- 

Some time later, Zhaan is applying a nice facial mask to Crichton with, for some 
reason, a pair of forceps. She expositions that it's a "heat-deflecting paste." Crichton 
bitches that it smells like puke, and Zhaan chirps, "| pre-digested it to increase its 
potency." Crichton is displeased. D'Argo appears with a pair of goggles and urges him 
to hurry. Crichton makes with some meta-commentary about how stupid the goggles 
look, and D'Argo hands him the Qualta blade as well. Aeryn offers Crichton a shield 
she made out of a bit of her Prowler. She claims, "It will withstand a Zakkian laser 
pulse." | see. Chiana throws some solar-reflective material over Crichton's shoulders 
and pins it as he grouses, "I'm the deficient one and I'm still saving your butts." On 
cue, Chiana tells him to bend over. He does, and she slaps Crichton's helmet onto his 
head. It, too, has been coated with goo. Crichton asks if he looks ridiculous. Well, the 
hat is actually covering his hair, so it sort of balances out. Aeryn blinks and nods 
slightly. Rygel zooms over and says, "Don't worry, this is T'raltixx's disappearing 
device, so it won't matter how ridiculous you look." Chiana hangs the device around 
Crichton's neck, so it covers his abdomen. Everyone else steps back to admire their 
work, and Crichton hums "The Ride of the Valkyries" and suddenly strikes a heroic 
pose, thrusting his sword up into the air, with his shiny cloak flapping over his 


shoulders, covered in green goo. There's a Camelot-ish flourish on the soundtrack, 
and Aeryn sighs, "We are going to die." 

They've moved into the corridor outside T'raltixx's room now. D'Argo expositions that 
T'raltixx's device is now attached to the module. Crichton orders them to turn it on for 
only ten microts: "No more, no 'mippippippi,'’ | do not want to blow up." Y'know, one 
reason we didn't recap Farscape regularly is because every recap would be a mass of 
links to explain all the in-jokes and references. Aeryn instructs Crichton to cut the 
power conductors, which will reduce T'raltixx's strength enough for Crichton to kill him. 
Which they know because...well, like | said, they're not big with the sense. Crichton's 
ready for battle, so Aeryn tells Rygel to start the module. They've got Ryge/ running 
the module? Not that kind of show, not that kind of show. Rygel fires up the engines, 
and Crichton turns into a vague CGI shimmer. He asks, "Is it working?" and D'Argo 
tells him it is. Crichton hurries into T'raltixx's room, and Aeryn and D'Argo begin 
feeding out the extra-extra-extra-long extension cord connecting Crichton to the 
module. 
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The vague blur that is Crichton marches into T'raltixx's room. T'raltixx immediately 
shouts that there's someone in the room. Pilot says that he doesn't see anyone else. 
In the module, Rygel counts "Five, six..." 

Crichton swings his blurry sword and severs a set of glowy power cords. T'raltixx 
jumps and asks Pilot what he's doing. Pilot hrms, "Nothing." Crichton cuts another set 
of cords. 

Rygel counts, "Nine, ten." He waits a beat, and continues, "Eleven, twelve..." 
Crichton cuts another set of cords as T'raltixx shouts, "Stop!" Then he spots the 
extension cord trailing across the floor and blasts it with his ray-emitting not-eyes. The 
cord sizzles, and Crichton reappears just as he's about to hack through some more 
cords. Crichton pauses long enough to grouse, "Crap!" and makes with the chopping. 
T'raltixx mwah-ha-has, "You can't stop me! | have the light!" Crichton strikes a 
dramatic pose and wails, "But humans are superiooooor!" before slicing another set of 
cords. T'raltixx shoots out a few blasts of energy, but Crichton deflects them with his 
shield and edges across the room. T'raltixx says that he'll kill Crichton, and then 
there's a super-cheesy shot as T'raltixx...jumps? Flies? Floats? Well, somehow he's 
clinging to the thing he's been hooking up all the power cords to. The flux capacitor, 
the oscillation overthruster, the MacGuffin. Whatever the hell it is. T'raltixx goes on 
spewing evil threats while Crichton hacks through more of the power cords. We cut 
away so that they can switch props, and then Crichton is holding the Qualta gun, 
aiming at T'raltixx, who is still busy moaning about the light. Crichton shoots, and 
T'raltixx drops to the floor. T'raltixx rants, "There are thousands just like me. We will 
find another Leviathan to make our light! And when we do, we'll spread like a plague! 
We'll rise from our dormancy and kill you all!" But, y'know, why? What did he want the 
light for, anyway? | think this is the big speech that's supposed to explain everything. 
Not so much. Plus, he'd probably be scarier if he didn't have a bellows in his head. 
Crichton declares, "| told them it was a mistake bringing you on board," and stabs the 
Qualta down through T'raltixx and gives it a sharp twist. T'raltixx screams, and light 
streams out of his not-eyes, and the MacGuffin explodes. For some reason. Hooray, 
the ill-defined threat has been vanquished! 


Sometime later, D'Argo and Rygel are, yes, eating crackers, while Pilot apologizes to 
them both. Pilot explains that T'raltixx brought out the worst in him. D'Argo says that 
T'raltixx did the same thing to all of them. Rygel, being Rygel, simply sniffs, "Your 
apology is accepted." Pilot thanks them. The best thing about this scene is that on the 
table is a DRD, who is poking at a pile of crackers with one of its attachments. Aw! 
D'Argo looks at Rygel and awkwardly says that he's ashamed about what he did. 
Rygel says, "I thought you were going to kill me." D'Argo apologizes and asks if Rygel 
can forgive him. Rygel grunts, "No," and after a second adds, "Not yet." 
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In Command, Crichton, Aeryn, Chiana, and Zhaan are all shoving the table back into 
position. Crichton wonders how Aeryn moved the thing all by herself. Aeryn shrugs 
that she "just did." Aeryn moves away, and Chiana rather merrily tells Crichton, "Some 
of the things you said..." Crichton starts to apologize, but Chiana says, "I was 
impressed. How did you come with all that crap?" Crichton, | think significantly, looks 
over at Aeryn and says, "I don't know, Pip, it was just there." Heh. Zhaan wanders 
over and asks Chiana if she did anything awful. Chiana giggles that Zhaan doesn't 
remember, and Zhaan explains that her reaction to T'raltixx was so intense that it 
wiped everything else out. Chiana assures Zhaan that she was fine, while Crichton 
and Aeryn spend some time studiously not quite looking at each other. Which is 
practically their hobby at this point in the show. Chiana leaves, and Crichton looks 
down as he very quietly tells Aeryn, "Listen, uh, anything | said, I, uh..." Aeryn nods 
quickly and says, "I know. Me, too." She risks a quick glance at him, and he does the 
same nervous nod she was doing, and she leaves. This part always seemed weird to 
me, because | don't feel like Aeryn and Crichton were all that horrible too each other. | 
mean, sure, there's all the trying to kill each other and nasty remarks, so...Actually, | 
think it's because | didn't see this episode until after I'd seen a lot of the episodes later 
in Season 2, so it seemed comparatively mild after all that. Anyway. So, Aeryn leaves, 
and Zhaan stands in the background as Crichton mutters, "Humpty Dumpty sat on a 
wall. And all the King's horses and all the King's men..." After a beat, he asks, "Hey, 
Zhaan. How do we take it all back?" Zhaan shakes her head and says, "I don't know." 
Some spiritual leader she is. Crichton says, "Yeah." Eh, don't worry, y'all will get used 
to it soon enough. Cut to a shot of Moya among the stars, and fade out. 


http://www.televisionwithoutpity.com/show/farscape/the-way-we-werent/ 


- Bloody, Murder-Colored Mem'ries - 
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DRDs scuttle and squeal out of the way, behaving just like my cats when they know 
feeding time is at hand. Bad-ass Peacekeepers in their bad-ass red and black 
leathers stomp in a bad-ass way through WHAT WE ARE SUPPOSED TO THINK IS 
PRESENT-DAY MOYA. And since WE ARE SUPPOSED TO THINK IT IS 
PRESENT-DAY MOYA, we should be scared for Moya and her crew. At first, | was all, 
"Aw, yee-aah! This is the one where Browder puts on that atrocious British accent, 
and | get to make fun of his pretty, pretty mouth all the livelong night!" But it's not. But 
that's okay. I'll settle for being disturbed by this episode's events instead of being 
disturbed by Browder's mouth. And lips. And teeth. And gums. And canker--you know 
what? We don't know each other well enough for that yet. 


Anyway. 

The Peacekeepers enter the Pilot Chamber and a female-sounding pilot (NOT PILOT) 
gets testy with the head PK, Lt. Velorek, saying that she's been bonded to the 
Leviathan for twenty-one cycles (that's twenty-one years for the Faren'tscapers out 
there. Who are reading this recap for some inexplicable reason, but maybe it's all 
because of the love for me, which is quite sweet, really.) and that his sexy, leathered 
display of force won't change her mind. Guns are pointed at the pilot, and elsewhere 
someone watches the exchange on a television that clearly doesn't have Comcast. 
The pilot refuses to be part of the PK's experiment. Velorek insists that the Leviathan 
will do what he wishes if he makes her. Check your hemline, Dimitriades, your 
accent's slipping. However, since it turns out that your Australian face is grievously 
hot, I'll forgive you. The pilot continues to ream Velorek out (I keep typing "Volchok", 
dammit!) until Velorek hisses something in Pilot-tongue. The pilot repeats, "Another 
pilot?" If you are a regular around these Territories, you'll recognize the pilot's voice as 
being the same actress who plays Noranti in future episodes, Melissa Jaffer. The pilot 
screams that she insists Velorek reverse the control collar anesthetic and reawaken 
the Leviathan at once. "You insist!?" Bipolar Crais bellows as he strides through the 
revolving door. | love how those doors make a sort of wibble noise as they rotate. | 
think I'm going to be saying, "I love how..." a lot tonight. I'm sure that's okay with most 
of you, though. Crais reams Velorek out for dickering with the pilot when they already 
have a replacement at the ready. Velorek starts to protest, but Crais screams, "FIRE!" 
They fire. Velorek doesn't turn around as the pilot screams and dies, and it takes a 
good long uncomfortable while for the pilot to die. Velorek looks disgusted and 
depressed as he sucks in his lovely cheeks and flares his magnificent nostrils in silent 
protest. The lighting on this show is genius. It's so perfectly done that everyone is 
made to look as though they have high cheekbones and bedroom eyes. | want to 
have all my future photos taken on the Farscape set. After the firing and screaming 
stops, only the sound of oozing can be heard from the quickly cooling pilot. Crais 
demands to know how long it will take to get the new Pilot jacked in. "I can't be certain 
until we extract the body," Velorek tells him evenly. "Then stop wasting my time and 
GET YOUR UNITS WORKING!" Crais gurgles angrily, throwing both arms in the air. 
He came really close to sounding like Scorpy there. You Know, when Scorpy gets in 
his Scary Angry maybe-you-should-change-my-lightsticks mode. Crais stomps away 
but turns around again to scream, "MOVE!" Poor Crais, he's always so stressed out. | 
worry about his health. Velorek stands and stares. A video camera -- | believe it's one 
of the nosier DRDs that's doing his Rodney King duty -- focuses, takes some 
close-ups, and pulls back again. 
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Velorek's team wonders how far down "it" goes. "| hate waste removal," one PK 
mutters. | do too. Although, my job's waste removal usually amounts to random rinds, 


cheese spooge, and nasty, wet papers that people have sucked their cheese samples 
off of and HANDED THEM BACK TO ME EVEN THOUGH THERE IS A TRASH CAN 
LIKE RIGHT THERE! RIGHT THERE! "Keep your opinions to yourselves -- is that 
clear?!" Velorek demands angrily. It's always so obvious when a subordinate has been 
embarrassingly dressed down by their superior -- they go right out smack down their 
own underlings, which is sort of pointless, actually, since those underlings are shaking 


their heads all, "Whatever, dude, you're just mad because you got in trouble." In the 
DRD's camcorder we see a Peacekeeper pull off her helmet and say, "Yessir!" with 
the rest of them and oh SHIT it's Aeryn Sun! | remember being so fucking freaked out 
by that scene when | first saw it. | wandered around my apartment wringing my hands 
wailing, "Oh, what does it all MEAN?" until we came back from commercial break. The 
DRD-cam closes in on Aeryn's impossibly gorgeous eyes and the vid fuzzes out. It 
fuzzes back to show Crichton sitting in front of a screen watching the video in his 
room. Chiana stands next to him. She tells Crichton she found it in the top tier. 
Crichton thinks it's a PK recording device used to spy on their own people. Chiana 
thinks Crichton's missing the point, namely that Aeryn's been on Moya before, and 
she Swiss-cheesed a pilot. It's probably too early in the game for me to say, "Shut up, 
Chiana." That's okay. It'll keep. 

| remember when people were telling me, "Don't worry, you'll come to love the new 
theme song." Yeah, no. | loved this, the original theme song. | never thought it needed 
to be altered in any way. There are those shows that change their theme songs to 
their detriment, and then there are those shows THAT NEVER FUCKING CHANGE 
THEIR THEME SONGS. To their detriment. 

The rest of the not-bonded-to-a-Leviathan crew gather around to watch the video. 
They all take turns looking repulsed. Aeryn's magnificent eyes fill with tears. She can 
barely look at the screen. As soon as Aeryn's face appears helmetless on the screen, 
she yanks out the data chip and slams it on the table, announcing tremulously, "Yes, 
it's me | admit it, are you happy now?" Zhaan, D'Argo, and Rygel each light into Aeryn 
for being on Moya before and helping to assassinate a defenseless Pilot. Aeryn 
defends herself by saying that she's been on way too many Leviathans to remember 
being on Moya. "Oh, so all non-Sebaceans look alike -- is that it?" Chiana snits. Okay, 
one: shut up, Chiana. Two, I'm totally transfixed by the steel grey contour shading on 
Chi's dinners. Of course, | long-ago noticed how they were doing that to other parts of 
her face and body, but the dinners thing is extra cool. | wonder what would happen if | 
went to work looking like that. | bet I'd sell a lot of fresh mozzarella balls. 
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With lover-like grace, Crichton jumps to Aeryn's defense and reminds them all that the 
Aeryn on that recording is not the Aeryn they all know and bed. Rygel snorts that he 
was on Moya three cycles ago (when the events on the vid took place) and maybe 
Aeryn was one of the ones who tortured him. "Perhaps you tortured me as well," 
D'Argo chimes in. Although, you can't really use the word "chimes" with D'Argo, can 
you? It's more like he "tubas" in. Aeryn insists, "NO!" and once again, Crichton 
attempts to intervene. He places a consoling hand on Aeryn's arm, but she backhands 
it away with a magnificent thwok. Crichton suggests they go to neutral corners and 
"chill out for a microt." He adds, "We all have things in our past that we'd rather not 
have on instant replay." | know | don't need to see my eleven-year-old-self performing 
"The Barbie Cameo Murders" for the rest of my natural life. Or my 
sixteen-year-old-self singing "You've Lost That Lovin' Feeling" in my living room. Ina 
strapless and rhinestoned black velvet dress. And sunglasses. At night. Boy, | really 
need to destroy that tape. "True enough, John," Zhaan says calmly. Oh, riiiight, 
Zhaanadu's got some ripe old skeletons in her blue closet, doesn't she? Enough to 
turn your hair white. Or your eyes red. Whatever photosynthesizes your cells. 


However, Zhaan's not finished being disapproving since she still can't condone the 
slaughter of such a helpless individual. "Oh, it's perfectly fine to cut off one of his arms 
then, is it Zhaan?" Aeryn blurts. Duuuude, seriously! Speaking of disturbing, that was 
an episode that really got to me early in my viewing. | think it even gave me 
nightmares. And while we're on the subject, shut up, Zhaan. "Peacekeeper murderer," 
Rygel hisses. Aeryn lunges at him, but he scoots his air Rascal out of her reach. Oh, 
man, this scene has the potential to be just like when Puppet Cancer Angel went after 
Spike. Except, | really think that since the human isn't Spike, the muppet won't win. 
Crichton grabs Aeryn back. "Don't," he tells her, holding her glare, "You're not helping 
your case." Chiana puts in, "What have you guys been thinking all this time? What, 
that she was out picking baskets of Rauliss buds while all the other mean 
Peacekeepers did all the really nasty stuff?" Exactly. She was a Peacekeeper. She 
killed. She probably killed puppies. That's what Peacekeepers do. With tears 
threatening to spill over but still with a relatively strong voice, Aeryn agrees that she 
was a Peacekeeper and when she was a Peacekeeper she had different priorities, 
values, and relationships. Oooh, "relationships." That means SEX! 

-- Page 4 -- 

We harken back to Aeryn's memories. Liiiike the muzzle of her guuuuun, bloody 
MURder-COLored MEM'ries! To complement that black and bad-ass PK uniform, 
Aeryn's sporting that unfortunate, skinned-back hair that makes me think she 
suddenly solved a problem like Maria. In his red and bad-ass PK uniform, Velorek 
saunters up to Aeryn and comments that he knows she was wishing she was back 
flying Prowlers. Aeryn doesn't say anything, so Velorek adds, "You're a very fine pilot. 
I'm glad you were reassigned to fly my transport." Aeryn nods and appears to smile. 
They walk off together. Velorek marvels that they were aboard for twenty-two solar 
days and not once did she ask what the cargo was. Aeryn gently retorts that while she 
does what she's ordered, she doesn't have to be interested in it. They do enough 
verbal flirting to get the sexual tension point across before being distracted by muffled 
screaming. Velorek goes over to a large shape and rips the gauzy, black shrouding 
veil apart. It's Pilot (our Pilot) and he's bound and gagged. "The replacement pilot," 
Velorek notes. Pilot's basketball eyes bug in fear. 

Back in the present. Crichton confirms that Aeryn saw their pilot being brought 
aboard. Aeryn says that Pilot was her cargo on the transport, but had she actually 
known it was Moya and their Pilot, she would have said something long before now. 
D'Argo can't tell if she's lying or not. Zhaan notes sourly that what's done is done and 
they can't do anything about it now. Then, she excuses herself as she'd rather spend 
the next few hours alone in her favorite yoga posture: Downward Bitch. Good 
riddance! People, normally, I'm a pretty steady Zhaanophile (well, at least when 
Stark's not around), but she's SUCH a hypocrite in this episode, and | rather despise 
her for acting like a holier-than-thou priest who has her own closet full of molested 
boys to hide. Plus, she cums in sunlight, which means the two of us can never go to 
Hawaii without me feeling awkward the entire trip. The first day would be fine, 
because with those spicy leis and umbrellad drinks, we'd both be breathing pretty 
hard, but by the time we went snorkeling in Hanauma Bay, her issues would get a bit 
old. And gross. Add to that the fact that I'd lose her every time we'd step one toe in the 
ocean and yeah, Zhaan and Hawaii just don't mix. 


Chiana doofs that she didn't know you could have more than one pilot for a single 
Leviathan. Aeryn says that replacing a pilot is a long, difficult, dangerous procedure. 
Chiana decides she's going to go check on Zhaan. "So, they guy on the tape," 
Crichton begins. Yes! | was wondering when His Jealousiness was going to get to 
that! Instead he asks if that was Velorek's job, to replace the pilots. Aeryn confirms 
that it was Velorek's job to make sure Their Pilot bonded to Moya any way he could. 
Maybe Fixodent would have been a good option here? 
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Flashback. Pilot struggles in his bonds and gargles. Velorek reminds him of what they 
discussed and encourages him not to be afraid. Aeryn can't understand what Pilot's 
saying. Velorek explains, "He's speaking in his species' ancient language. One 
sentence can carry over a hundred different facts, concepts, emotions...far too 
complex for our translator microbes to translate." Velorek strokes Pilot's cheek and 
says that once he calms down, he'll be able to communicate better. Velorek pulls out 
what wah-sings! and appears to be a knife. Crais storms in, looking like he needs a 
vacation, and Velorek tasers the heck out of Pilot. Naturally, it doesn't seem to faze 
Aeryn. Velorek bellows orders at Pilot -- | think this is all for show but it isn't entirely 
clear -- and Aeryn jumps to assist him. Crais loudly wonders if he's already having 
problems with the new pilot and notes (with massively bugging eyes) that his 
confidence in Velorek isn't of the highest at this point. Crais? You're short. You have a 
long black interval ponytail that is suspiciously like the one | had in high school on the 
days | was too lazy to French braid myself and you're...well, isn't that enough? Hon, | 
just don't find you that scary. 

Present day. Aeryn doesn't want to talk about it, and when Crichton presses her, she 
reminds him, "No means no, John," as she walks out of the room. I'll bet John taught 
her that little expression. Outside the chamber, Aeryn stumbles, heaving, and braces 
herself on one of Moya's corridor ribs. Terrified, she looks down the hallway and 
remembers. 

Flashback. Velorek tells Crais that insertion will be complete in eighty-three arns. 
Crais pulls a Kirk and gives him sixty. Velorek argues. Crais orders. As this goes on, 
Aeryn notes a shackled and hooded Zhaan being led past her. Crais threatens 
Velorek and starts to leave. Aeryn steps in Crais' path and tries to make her case for 
being reassigned to Prowler duty, but Crais stomps off, leaving her in mid-sentence. 
Velorek sexily notes they are stuck together awhile longer and walks off. Aeryn tries 
not to smile and soak her panties. Two Peacekeepers arrive to taunt and intimidate 
Aeryn as the great Prowler pilot whose been assigned to scut duty with the rest of 
them. "All those nerve fibers, | can't believe how far that beastie had got down into the 
ship," one of them says, referring to the dead pilot. "Well, you're one of us now," the 
other says and smears the side of Aeryn's face with pilot guts. Aeryn stalks off. 
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Present day. Aeryn beats the hell out of her special punching bag, reliving the videoed 
moments of the other pilot's death. She smacks so hard, she knocks the bag off its 
pedestal, leaving it with long bloody smears. Aeryn collapses, her knuckles raw and 
pulped. She's sobbing in the Child's Pose (man, this episode's all about the yoga 
tonight, isn't it?) when Crichton finds her and softly notes, "You're making hamburger 
there." Okay, this isn't good because now I'm hungry. Crichton gently pulls her up, 


shushing her like an infant, and tries to get her to tell him what happened. Aeryn 
continues to draw shuddering, sobbing breaths without speaking. 

Some time later, the two of them are sitting on the 
red-triangle-bisecting-a-white-circle-looking-like- the-|DIC-necklace sparring mat. 
Aeryn notes that she has kept Crichton at a distance. Crichton's noticed. Vast 
distances. "There's a reason for that," Aeryn tells him. "Just one?" Crichton breathes, 
"Go ahead." Aeryn explains that Peacekeepers are bred and raised simply for military 
service. Procreation is "assigned." "There's no such thing as a life-long mate," she 
adds. "But you have relationships," Crichton prompts, "The male-female kind." Of 
course -- as often and as many as they want, because the PK High Command 
understands biological urges and needs. Point is, you never let yourself care for 
anyone, and Aeryn's PK relationships were..."Empty," Crichton supplies. "Painful," 
Aeryn corrects. Crichton wonders what this has to do with the Rodney King tape, and 
when Aeryn doesn't look at him, he realizes she had a fling with Velorek. 

Flashback. Aeryn checks corridors before entering a chamber. Velorek looks around 
at her entry. She takes off her jacket. He grabs at her. It seems rape-ish, but since 
they're Peacekeepers, it's foreplay. And then they make out. 

Present day. "We were lovers," Aeryn admits. Crichton looks at her in forced amused 
disbelief at her choice of words. "Lovers," he repeats. "Lovers, um, interesting. | don't 
think I've ever heard you use that word before," he meanders. Aeryn stares at him as 
he looks away, her dark eyes pleading with him to understand. Pleading with him to 
still be her champion and protector in the face of the rest of the crew. Crichton 
hesitatingly asks if she loved him. Aeryn admits, with a stuffed-up nose, that she felt 
something for him she never felt for any of the other guys she "recreated" with. 
"Recreated," that's a great word. Gives whole new meaning to the fact that | worked at 
the Kenwood Rec Center as a teen. Aeryn says she didn't know what it was then but 
looking back, she guesses it was love. "Right," Crichton says, almost disappointed 
enough to twiddle with his shoelaces in order to avoid her gaze, "Well, from the way 
you tell the story, he sounded kinda sadistic." "No," Aeryn corrects him, making 
Crichton look sharp at her, "He was the opposite. That was the problem." "Officer 
Sun," Pilot's voice cuts in angrily, "We must talk." They look over at Pilot's projection 
and see him clasping something in his claws. | think it's a projection device. Hard to 
tell in all that static. Moya needs rabbit ears. Crichton wonders how he got hold of the 
Rodney King tape. Aeryn shrugs off the importance of that. All that matters now is 
talking to Pilot. Crichton states that he'll go with her, but Aeryn turns him down. "It 
needs to be just him and me," she states. 
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When | first started watching Farscape, the Evil Dr. Mathra and | had just seen LOTR 
at a Boston second-run theatre, and there was a particularly Viggolicious scene which 
now makes Mathra say, "This was the great watchtower of Aeryn Sun" whenever he 
realizes I'm watching Farscape. Hey look! Now I've alienated both the 'Scapers and 
the Tolkienis. 

In Pilot's room, Aeryn approaches Pilot carefully. "Pilot," she starts, "This is difficult for 
both of us." "Both of us?!" Pilot explodes with deadly quietude, "It isn't me on that 
recording committing barbaric slaughter!" Aeryn pleads with him, reminding them they 
share DNA. "That's why this cuts so deep!" Pilot hisses. Aeryn goes on, "Your DNA is 


the same DNA as the pilot on this recording. Do you have any idea how | felt when | 
saw it. When | was reminded of what | had done?!" Pilot just growls very long and 
loudly and grabs Aeryn's throat in one of his tentaclaws. He lifts her off he ground and 
continues to make robust, angry noises as he flashes back to his past. 

Pilot, still bound and gagged, is lowered into the pilot station on Moya. Below the 
station, Velorek waits to receive Pilot's tentacles. I've never fully understood what a 
pilot looks like all over. Or how it propels itself. Does it walk? Fly? Slime? Sqriggle? 
It's fairly enormous and ends up being sedentary for most of its life, so | also wonder 
what the rate of heart disease is. Velorek gently tells Pilot he's going to remove his 
gag and reminds him to be calm and easy. Ungagged, Pilot lets loose with a string of 
argle-bargle. Velorek encourages him to chill out and speak in simple sentences. 
"Am...|...there?" Pilot asks. Velorek checks his bio-signs and confirms that he is. "A 
ship..." Pilot says in wonderment. "Her name is Moya," Velorek tells him. "Moya," Pilot 
repeats and then returns screamingly to the present where he is still confusing Aeryn 
with a Raggedy Ann doll. 

Aeryn screams for Crichton. Crichton runs down the corridors shouting for Aeryn, 
rather fruitlessly as he's not even in Pilot's chamber, but maybe he just wants to 
assure her that he's on his way by bellowing her name. "What happened?" D'Argo 
demands as he joins the marathon. Crichton explains that Pilot somehow got his 
hands (tentacles, really) on the recording and Aeryn went to talk to him. "I had that 
recording in my quarters! Hidden!" D'Argo announces, clearly more aggrieved that 
someone rooted through his quarters than by the fact that Pilot is about to give Aeryn 
shaken lady syndrome. 
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Pilot flashback. Pilot learns that Moya doesn't know he's there because she's under 
heavy sedation until the bonding takes place. "But the bonding takes over a cycle, 
sometimes two," Pilot protests. "That's natural bonding, we don't have time for that," 
Velorek tells him, with a comforting hand on what might be considered his shoulder. 
Present day. Pilot continues to bellow and abuse Aeryn as Crichton and D'Argo bound 
into his chamber. Pilot smacks Crichton away with one of his tentaclaws, knocking him 
into D'Argo. Aeryn coughs and chokes weakly. With another tentacle stroke, Pilot hits 
a panel, raising one of those small plunger-things. In space, Moya vents something. 
"He's venting the chamber!" D'Argo realizes as he and Crichton are blown backwards 
and without oxygen. 

Flashback. Pilot realizes that Moya doesn't know that her old pilot is dead and that his 
presence will be a complete surprise to her. "By that time, the bonding process will be 
complete," Velorek says, descending into the space below pilot, "There's no more time 
to allow you adjustments to your new surroundings. Best for all of us the sooner we 
get this over with." He reaches into Pilots undersides and draws out a squelchy mass 
of shiny white, ribbed tubes. Pilot's guts. They really make the guts look mobile and 
reactionary. They sort of spring back as Velorek pulls at them. 

Present day. Pilot screams and throws Aeryn aside. He stops the venting (the oxygen, 
not the spleen) and yells that Aeryn killed Moya's original pilot and that Moya will go 
nowhere until Aeryn leaves the ship. Moya appears to shut down and go dead in 
space. 


D'Argo kicks at something (not Rygel) while Chiana twists and threatens something 
(Rygel). As Chiana calls Rygel out for tattling to Pilot about Aeryn, D'Argo tries to get 
Moya working. Crichton comes to check on D'Argo's progress and learns that they 
haven't moved a single metra. "We've never seen Pilot like this before -- chop off an 
arm, the best he can muster is a few snotty remarks, but this, he shuts down the ship 
and tries to kill Aeryn," Crichton muses. As Crichton thinks out loud about how bad 
things were back then, D'Argo manages to remind him that his collarbones were 
chained to the wall of his cell. 

Zhaan prepares and administers healing tinctures to Aeryn's bruised neck. When 
Aeryn flinches, Zhaan asks bitingly, "Did | hurt you, my dear?" Aeryn knocks her 
hands away and says Zhaan's done enough, "Thank you for your compassion." Aeryn 
turns to leave, and Zhaan, not at all catching the irony in Aeryn's voice, comments 
that it is interesting to hear Aeryn speak of compassion. Aeryn demands to know if 
Zhaan thinks she lacks compassion and if she agrees with Pilot that Aeryn defiles 
Moya with her very presence. Before Zhaan can answer, Aeryn says that they're right 
and she will be off the ship in less than an arn. At this (late) point, Zhaan decides to 
give Aeryn sympathy, announcing that Aeryn had no choice back then. Okaaay, late 
bloomer. And | do mean that literally, Morning Glory. 
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Flashback. Aeryn finishes having the sex with Velorek and when he turns over for a 
spot of cuddle, she slips breathlessly out of bed, pieces of her dark, tangled hair 
sweated to her neck. Velorek encourages Aeryn to stay for an encore before she goes 
on duty. They almost have a heart-to-heart about feelings and Peacekeeper 
assignments and how never the twain shall meet, but then Velorek tells Aeryn she's 
special and demands to know if all she wants out of life is to fly Prowlers and serve 
Bipolar Crais. Dude, | really don't think you want to be asking that question. Velorek 
goes on that Crais is insane and his Pet Pilot Project is an abomination. Aeryn refuses 
to listen to such talk. Ignoring this, Velorek natters on that Crais' project will kill the 
Leviathan and he will not let that happen. Aeryn demands to know what that means. 
Instead of answering, Velorek tells her he knows how he feels about her and he thinks 
she feels the same and when he leaves, he wants her to come with him, "You could 
be so much more." 

Present day. Crichton learns from Zhaan that Aeryn is leaving Moya, so he goes to 
confront Pilot. "Let's hash this out right here, right now. Five cents, the doctor is in," 
Crichton announces. And for his next pop culture trick, he'll be ripping a football away 
from D'Argo. And then D'Argo will rip his arms off for being a dick. 

Flashback. As Velorek continues to graft Pilot's innards to Moya's innards, Pilot 
stutters that he's in a lot of pain. Velorek informs him he'll have to get used to the pain 
because it will never completely go away. Velorek proceeds with rousing Moya, 
reminding Pilot that all of Moya's senses and consciousness will awaken at the same 
time. Also, everything she feels, Pilot will feel. Pilot promises not to cry out. "You will," 
Velorek predicts grimly. Moya wakes up, Pilot screams and sees all sorts of starbursts 
and shooty-bang-bangs. Pilot thinks there is something terribly wrong, but Velorek 
explains that Moya realizes Pilot is not her original pilot. He sends pain signals to 
Moya's control collar to force her to accept Pilot as her pilot. 


Present day. Crichton's pretty jaw drops. Pilot confirms bitterly that Moya only 
accepted him because she was tortured into it. In frustration, Pilot grapples at his 
innards, ripping them from Moya. Sparks spark. Pilot displays some tubing dripping 
purple and black Kool-Aid, "Moya is free of me! | am no longer bonded to her." 

Minor chaos as the rest of the crew tries to cope with Pilot's actions. Crichton howls, 
"No, no, no, no, no, this is not good, NOT GOOD" Pilot sighs that the pain is finally 
gone. 
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Later, holding a flashlight over Moya's innards, Aeryn confirms that Pilot has been in 
pain all this time because Velorek couldn't take the time for the bonding to occur 
naturally. D'Argo berates her for not telling them this earlier, and Aeryn yells back that 
she didn't know it was this pilot. "Kids, save it for after school. Right now, how do we 
fix this thing so we stop bobbing about like three men in a tub?" Crichton demands. 
They don't, is the answer. Not without Pilot's help. Crichton doesn't think Pilot's in a 
"Leviathan for Dummies kind of mood right now." | wonder if there's a Crichton for 
Dummies... 

Flashback. Aeryn enters Pilot's chamber and watches Velorek working on Pilot. Pilot 
happily natters that the DRDs are responding to his impulses now. As Aeryn observes 
him with an affectionate smile, Velorek has a whispered confab with a few other PKs. 
Pilot catches a few words and loudly asks what secret project they are talking about. 
Aeryn freezes, smile gone, and looks wary. Velorek tells Pilot not to worry and that the 
project will no longer be a threat to him or Moya ever again. Aeryn leaves. 

Present day. Moya lurches. Aeryn wants to talk to Pilot, but Crichton stops her with, 
"Pilot's Etch-a-Sketch isn't operating with all of its knobs right now -- I'm afraid seeing 
you won't help." Hee. Crichton does get the best lines. D'Argo adds that Pilot has 
locked himself into his chamber and posted DRDs as sentries. "He must've used 
voice command," D'Argo adds for the nitpickers in the audience. Which are me. Aeryn 
insists it's all her fault, but Crichton won't buy that. Unless she's not telling him 
everything. Aeryn looks at D'Argo, who meets her gaze. She walks out, insisting she 
has to talk to Pilot. D'Argo volunteers to go after her, thinking he can talk sense into 
both of them. Crichton starts to argue that it should be him but interrupts himself to 
hold out a raised fist. They aren't...they are! They're Rock-Paper-Scissoring it! 
Crichton throws scissors and walks out with a "See ya!" "I can't believe it," D'Argo 
mutters, looking at his hand. It's so dark that it's hard to see what he threw. | assume, 
since scissors beat it, he must've thrown paper but | would not put it past Crichton to 
have taught D'Argo stuff like, "Scissors always wins, and only humans from Earth who 
come through wormholes are allowed to throw scissors." 

Elsewhere, the DRDs patrol the corridors. Satisfied there's no one around, the DRDs 
hum merrily along. Aeryn and Crichton pop out with flashlights and guns. Moya 
lurches. Aeryn tells Crichton that she's the only one who can understand what went 
down in the past with everything. She needs to talk to Pilot. Crichton sort of whines 
about how she can't talk to him about it. Are you capable of being hooked up to and 
running a Leviathan, John? No? Then shut up because it's not about you this time. 
The rest of season two and part of season three? All about you and your seemingly 
never-ending and totally over-the-top insanity, so just sit tight. Like a forefinger flipping 


a pernicious hangnail up and down, Crichton keeps prodding Aeryn to learn what 
happened between her and Velorek. 
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Flashback. Aeryn massages a bi-naked Velorek who tells her that he's finished his 
assignment and will be reassigned soon. She wants to go with him. Velorek is 
surprised, so Aeryn straddles him to convince his lap further. Velorek asks about her 
desire to fly Prowlers. Aeryn tosses this (but not him) off. Velorek tells her he's going 
to make "this" as exciting as flying Prowlers could ever be, which makes me wonder 
about the "cock" in "cockpit." More soft talk until Aeryn freaks a bit and insists, 
"Change your mind." Velorek is confused. "Whatever you've done with Crais' plan, put 
it back," she pleads. Velorek demands to know what she's on about, but before she 
can answer (or get dressed) curfew-bright Gestapo lights blast in on them. It's Crais 
with a few helmet-headed guards. Aeryn slips off Velorek, who must be experiencing 
quite the Sebacean equivalent to blue balls right about now, and darts away. Velorek 
doesn't get what's going on. Crais tells him he's under arrest for "treason, of course." 
Crais also believes that since there's no evidence of Velorek's sabotage as yet, they 
caught him just in time. Turning to Aeryn, who stands there with overflowing eyes, 
Crais barks, "| assume you're the informant." She is. Crais tells her to contact Teeg 
(neck still unsnapped at this point, of course) and says she'll be rewarded with the 
assignment she requested. "Prowler detail, sir," Aeryn says softly. "Whatever," Crais 
shrugs. Velorek is dragged away but he manages to remind Aeryn, with quite a bit of 
tenderness, that he told her she was special. No ordinary Peacekeeper would have 
been able to do what she just did. He damns and exalts at the same time. All the more 
so because he continues to look at her with love. Hey, didn't Crichton once say 
something to Aeryn about how she could be more than she was? Crais gives Aeryn a 
look that is halfway between whiffing some rotting meat and blasA© mental 
calculation. Like he's memorizing her features in case he needs to watch for her knife. 
Aeryn just stands there, hoping against hope that her Prowler options package 
includes, well, a package. 

Present day. "I got my duty," Aeryn finishes. "And what happened to Velorek?" 
Crichton asks softly. Aeryn turns to look at him. Crichton moves his face out of 
shadow into a half-light as understanding dawns. Boy, | never go for beefy blonds, but 
there's something about Browder in this role that just inspires...something. Where was 
I? Right. Recapping. Tubey's Kids. I'm there. Here we go. Okay. Time to get past this. 
Any time now. Hi. 
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Aeryn says, with more than an edging of pride in her voice, that they never got 
Velorek to talk. They never learned what he did to sabotage Crais' experiment. "But | 
think | know now. It was Crais' project to impregnate a Leviathan, Moya," Aeryn says. 
"To breed a Peacekeeper-Leviathan warship," Crichton supplies. Aeryn nods. From 
wherever they are, they can see Pilot's big ass head moving around in the shadows 
below. Crichton realizes that Velorek created a shield to prevent conception. A 
Leviaphragm, as it were. "The shield that D'Argo accidentally shattered," Aeryn 
finishes. 

D'Argo, Zhaan, and Chiana fiddle around with controls and things. Moya lurches. 
Zhaan says even if they can communicate with Moya, she can't actually do anything 


on her own. "Just my luck -- out of all the Leviathans in the universe, | end up with one 
with a second-string pilot," Chiana babbles. Shut up, Chiana. Zhaan points out that 
they have no way of knowing if Moya's first pilot was any better. Since the first pilot 
was crazy-insane Noranti and the second is crazy-murderous-insane Crais, | think 
they might have been better off with number one? 

Pilot contemplates his detached navel. Aeryn and Crichton jump down from the 
ceiling, landing squarely in front of him. Pilot mutters something in his pilot-y tongue, 
and the DRDs start shooting. Crichton and Aeryn fire back, and | think they actually 
take out some of the DRDs, which makes me really sad, because the DRDs remind 
me of cats. Laser-firing metal cats. With wheels. Crichton and Aeryn approach Pilot, 
rudely shining a flashlight right in his face, which of course is the BEST way to get an 
wrathful, unstable, RIPPING HIS OWN GUTS OUT pilot to calm down. Aeryn won't 
leave, they need to talk. "Or what? You'll blast me into pieces like you did the pilot 
who used to sit here? Stay away from me!" Pilot bellows. Aeryn leaps up, her gun 
aimed at Pilot's face, yelling, "Tell me now, Pilot, or | swear I'll --" Crichton says her 
name, just once, and she stops. Crichton tries to make Pilot see reason. If he stays 
disconnected from Moya, he'll starve. Pilot bitingly points out that what they're really 
worried about is that if Moya isn't regulated, their life support systems won't function 
properly. Crichton reasons that Moya is probably scared by Pilot's disappearing 
consciousness. Pilot doesn't care, he thinks Moya will be better off without him. Aeryn 
slowly and deliberately drops her gun to the floor. It bounces heavily. Aeryn says that 
the recording brought back memories that neither of them wanted to recall. She 
knows she deserved to die for what she did and if Pilot wants to kill her, she won't 
stop him. All Aeryn wants is for Pilot to spare the others and himself. Pilot slowly says 
that he's the one who deserves to die, not her. "Okay, so you're not Moya's original 
pilot -- you replaced her, you can't blame yourself for that," Crichton says. Pilot says 
he didn't just replace the old pilot. 
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Flashback to a mist-covered land. Pilot's voice-over goes on that the Elders on his 
planet had already determined that he wasn't yet worthy to pilot a Leviathan. "If you 
believed that, you wouldn't be here right now," Velorek tells a 
crouching-Pilot-hidden-legs. "So why are you?" he asks. Pilot wants to be joined "so 
badly." Velorek can make that happen. Pilot argues about the Elders and destiny. 
Velorek orders him to make his own destiny and asks him what he sees when he 
looks up. "Staaaaahrs," Pilot breathes. "That's what | offer you, stars," Velorek says. 
Why does this remind me uncomfortably of some sleazy "agent" trying to get some 
sweet-young-just-off-the-farm thing to sign with his suspiciously stained casting 
couch? Pilot dreams of nothing else. "I offer you a Leviathan," Velorek says, "All you 
have to do is agree to help me." Pilot protests that for him to be joined, the other pilot 
has to die. Velorek offers words of comfort in the form of, "That pilot will die no matter 
what you do. If you don't come with me, I'll find someone else who will. Someone who 
isn't afraid to take their place amongst the stars." Hey, what's your dream? Everybody 
got a dream. 

Present day. Pilot ends his tale by saying the fate of Moya's original pilot was sealed 
at that moment, "So you see, Aeryn, it wasn't really you who caused her death. It was 
me. If | hadn't agreed to come, Velorek may never have found a replacement pilot, but 


| just wanted so desperately to see the stars." Aeryn smiles gently and painfully 
through those tears that STILL HAVEN'T FALLEN THIS ENTIRE EPISODE. I'll tell 
you, that takes control. Ever been in that situation? You're all waterworked up at some 
dumb movie like The Break Up and you're trying to hide it from your 
twenty-four-year-old sister who is already snuffling up her sleeve so why bother and 
you do that balancing act where you know if you don't blink or move, the tears 
teetering right on the edge of your lower lids will either sort of evaporate a bit or go 
back down into the ducts and therefore not mess up your eyeliner or compel you root 
around your purse in a dark theatre for a mini pack of Kleenex. And that's why Claudia 
Black is an actress and | am not. For his pretty part, Crichton's eyes are also 
suspiciously pink and glassy and he's swallowing hard. 

Aeryn stretches out a hand. She asks if Pilot remembers the day he came aboard 
Moya, when Velorek stroked his cheek to calm him. "Back then, | couldn't fathom why 
he'd do a think like that, and now | couldn't fathom not doing it. We've come a long 
way since then, Pilot, and we've still got a long way to go. Take the journey with me," 
Aeryn pleads. Pilot reaches a tentaclaw up -- one that once almost strangled her -- to 
gently stroke Aeryn's face. Aeryn holds tight to that tentacle. "I -- | know a procedure, 
some temporary connections that can be made to give me back rudimentary control of 
Moya's systems,” Pilot ventures. Aeryn smiles through her tears that have finally 
relieved themselves by spilling over. "Okay, let's get started," Crichton says softly. 
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D'Argo works and Pilot confirms that the temporary connections are working just fine. 
"You realize if you finish what you doing now, allowing me to bond with Moya naturally, 
it could take an entire cycle before the process is complete. During the bonding 
period, | won't have as much control of Moya's systems as | had before. It will make it 
even more tenuous for all of us," he adds. D'Argo takes on a stately voice and says 
that it doesn't matter, they all feel Pilot deserves to be bonded to Moya naturally. Pilot 
says decidedly that he will work hard to deserve it. D'Argo calls up -- Pilot's ass? -- 
that he is finished. He asks how it feels. Pilot looks up and says wonderingly, "There is 
no pain, no longer any pain." 

In the Center Chamber, Crichton ventures, "Velorek said that he'd always remember 
you. And you...have you --?" Aeryn grunts, delicately and noncommittally. She 
remembers that Velorek also said in the right new place, she would thrive. "He was 
right," Crichton says gently. Aeryn smiles sadly at him. Crichton, head cocked, returns 
the smile. "You know, that time he asked me to go with him, he said, 'You can be so 
much more," Aeryn beings, "That's exactly what you said to me the first day | was 
here." Crichton nods, "And you...say you think you love this man?" Oh, who are we 
talking about? Is "this man" Crichton or is "this man" Velorek or are they one and the 
same? | think I'll leave it at that -- Jacob's better with the deep recaps. I'm just here for 
the pretty. Aeryn takes a deep breath, holds it in, and gazes at Crichton, but she looks 
away without answering. Crichton looks down at his hands. Aeryn swings back her 
magnificient eyes to stare at him. Crichton looks up, biting his upper lip in hope. 
Aaaaand credits! 

Okay, people, it's going to be a long, hot, Farscapey summer -- are you ready with 
veut towels and SPF protection against the Sebacean "living death"? | know | am. 





- Portrait Of Dorian Blue - 
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| know, right? After a stupid amount of months, I'm finally getting back to Farscapping. 
Not only that, I'm excited about it because there's something soothing and familiar that 
also manages to be unknown about fiction recapping after a series of reality shows. | 
appreciate you lovely posters having the patience of Gob as | got things like Top Chef, 
Jacques Pepin, nutty Save Our Show campaigns, and absinthe legalization out of my 
way. 

Just a note: | haven't re-watched this particular episode since | first watched it about 
five years ago, and | have confess, it's not one of my favorites. (I'm beginning to feel 
slightly guilty about how many of my assigned Farscaps aren't the ones |'m totally 
gung-ho over, because | do love this show! Really!) However, | don't feel about this 
episode the same way | feel about "Taking the Stone" or "Vitas Mortis." No, this 
episode isn't one of my favorites because of how chatty it is, and also because of how 
edgy it makes me. | get very anxious with "down the rabbit hole" sets and even more 
so when the main players are scrambled up and unable to reach each other. Of 
course, that all means it's a powerful episode, doesn't it? It would, except for the 
abundance of talking and lack of ass-kicking. 

We zoom in on a fantastical ship made out of multiple, windowed spheres connected 
by skyways. (Did you know that the UTs have their own downtown Minneapolis?) 
Inside one of the spheres, Chiana gazes intently at a pane of multi-colored glass. A 
kindly old voice -- and that should have been our first sign -- tells Chiana to take all 
the time she needs and look around at his wares. Or, is it her wares? Because here 
we have another one of Farscape's gender-bending characters. He's dressed like a 
woman and his voice is high-ish, but he has male features under all that makeup. 
Chiana scoffs at the piece she was admiring and says that she doesn't like room 
decorations; she prefers to decorate her self. After Rygel announces it's synthetic, 
Chiana tosses back a piece of jewelry and announces, "If it's not worth anything, | 
don't like it!" She hoards because she doesn't trust. Chiana is drawn back to the glass 
pane where a line sketch of her own image has been captured in miniature. Clearly a 
bit shaken by this, Chiana refuses to admit to the gypsy -- who says it's a piece of his 
own making -- that she notices any resemblance. Rygel bitches about some fake 
Hynerian tiaras, and while the gypsy moves toward him to persuade him to buy the 
faux finery, Chiana bends over the glass once again. Aeryn's dark eyes hone in on 
Chiana as she stretches out her hand to hesitantly touch the image of herself. 
However, Aeryn's distracted by the need to berate Rygel for forking over a whole food 
cube for the fake tiara. Rygel hisses back that the fake is good enough to foist upon 
the next trader they run into. Chiana continues to gaze at the glass, and the gypsy -- 
totally looking like Diana Rigg in this shot -- hovers near her. Aeryn tries to hustle 
them out, but the gypsy wants to give the glass to Chiana for free. He points out that 
the glass is now showing a better image of her. "Did you just work on that? | didn't see 
you do it," Chiana mutters. She then nervously points out that the glass is also 
showing a favorite necklace of hers. One that she lost half a cycle ago. The gypsy 
purrs that now Chiana can enjoy it once again. Suspicious, Chiana questions the 
gypsy's generosity. "Well, you haven't been given much in your life, have you?" the 
gypsy prods. Chiana slowly accepts the glass, and the gypsy says it might help her 


appreciate the true value of art. "Which is what?" Chiana asks. The gypsy seems 
momentarily at a loss, then quickly says, "Well, in this case, it's a window in time." And 
because Chiana wasn't taught to never accept windows in time from strangers, she 
leaves with the glass. Her greed outweighs her cynicism. 
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Back on Moya, Crichton and D'Argo work on the defense screen. Crichton, mildly. 
D'Argo, angrily. A few non-homoerotic sparks fly, and Pilot reports that Moya has been 
experiencing "a number of minor power anomalies." If there's something that my long 
career of sci-fi-ing has taught me, it's that anomalies are never good. In fact, many 
consider most of Enterprise to be a subpar anomaly, and that Quantum struggled with 
facial anomalies most of his life. D'Argo and Crichton can't squeeze any more DRDs 
out of Pilot because a bunch of them are performing a scheduled and overdue 
maintenance on Aeryn's prowler. Crichton argues that Aeryn doesn't have to know. 
"She's just returned," Pilot says smugly with a tiny smile. 

Still completely engrossed in her art piece, Chiana shuffles down the corridor until she 
catches sight of a DRD zipping and bleeping happily along. Seeing something shiny 
and sparkly clasped in its pincer, Chiana stops the DRD and lifts off her 
aforementioned favorite necklace. She looks with wonder and almost fear at the art 
piece, which is now showing a new Chiana. This one has a severed leg. Chiana 
moves closer to the glass to get a better look, but the DRD gets underfoot and trips 
her up. She falls to the floor with a sickening crunch of bones and starts wailing. 
Staring down the image of herself with the severed leg, she screams louder and 
louder. 

Somewhat calmer, Chiana explains the whole thing to Crichton as he checks out her 
leg. At first the image didn't even look like her, then it showed her lost necklace, and 
finally it showed her with a broken leg. Chiana has determined that the art piece 
predicts the future. Unimpressed, Crichton says his Aunt Ruth can do that with tea 
leaves. Chiana asks Crichton if he has any other explanation for the string of events. 
"Have you eaten, drunk, smoked, sniffed anything weird lately?" Crichton asks. "No, 
have you?" Chiana snarks as Zhaan injects her with something. "Not lately," Crichton 
snarks right back. Zhaan and Crichton both try to offer explanations, like maybe Rygel 
and Aeryn are playing a trick on her, or the DRDs are fritzy. Those ideas are 
discarded because, as Crichton says, Aeryn doesn't have a sense of humor, and 
Rygel wouldn't go so far as to break Chiana's leg. Also, clearly stung by the 
implication, Pilot edgily reports that the DRDs are all performing within normal 
parameters and doing exactly what he tells them to do. He did ask the DRDs to look 
for Chiana's necklace, but that was a long time ago. Crichton shrugs Chiana's 
experience off as coincidence. However, Zhaan wants to run some tests on Chiana's 
art, causing Chiana to flip out that Zhaan will ruin it. Chiana refuses and says it's 
staying with her, giddily gabbling that she can't wait to see what it shows her next. 
Always the voice of compromise, Crichton suggests that Zhaan chip off a small piece 
of glass where it doesn't show. Zhaan's good with that, but Chiana's still whiny, so 
Crichton barks, "Pip! She just fixed your damn leg!" Rolled-paper-smacked, Chiana 
gives in. "A. Very. Little. Piece," she grits out. 
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Meanwhile, Rygel putters around in Zhaan's laboratory. He puts a few drops of 
something on the tiara and it glows pink. So amazed is he at the proof that the tiara is 
genuine, he doesn't notice Zhaan until she yanks him back by one of his ears and 
quietly says, "I'm surprised you're using my possessions without my consent, Rygel. 
Especially after what | did to you the last time." Zhaan is at her most deadly when 
she's quiet. Like a fart. Rygel blusters that given how much the tiara is worth, he can 
buy her an entire bottle of plevoth oil. He goes on that the gypsy, Kyvan, was 
incredibly stupid to sell him the tiara for a single food cube, and orders Pilot to reverse 
course and look for Kyvan's vessel. Zhaan belays that order, saying they have better 
things to do than look for Kyvan's ship. Pilot sniffily agrees with her. Rygel bellows 
about turning a profit, and stomp-zooms out to take his grief up with the others. 

In her room, Chiana lies on her bed and stares at her portrait. D'Argo leans in her 
doorway and stares at her. Chiana wants to see more of the future, but D'Argo 
wonders if the portrait isn't predicting, but causing. Why would the art give her a 
necklace, then break her leg, Chiana wonders. D'Argo sits down on Chiana's bed, and 
they have a philosophical discussion about how knowing the future keeps us from 
striving for our goals. Wouldn't D'Argo like to know if he's destined to ever find his 
son? No, because if it's bad news, he'll lose all hope. But it might keep him from 
wasting time fruitlessly if he's never going to find him. But if he stops, he definitely will 
never find his son. Like cotton balls dipped in antiseptic, D'Argo softly but insistently 
tells Chiana that he wants her to get rid of the art. Chiana leans provocatively in and 
says he's just being a superstitious Luxan. D'Argo corrects her gently -- he's being a 
concerned Luxan. Chiana bats her eyes at the idea of D'Argo caring about what 
happens to her. "Shouldn't | care?" D'Argo asks. "Of course you should," Chiana 
purrs, "I'm glad you do." She wonders if the portrait will give them a glimpse of their 
combined future. D'Argo doesn't think he wants to know about that either. Seriously -- 
would D'Argo have taken up with Chiana to share a brief happiness if he knew what 
was going to happen with Jothee? Chiana continues to be provocative until D'Argo 
tells her to be sensible and get rid of the portrait. She gets irritated by the implication 
and hisses that she's keeping it. Next, she goes all Greta Garbo and insists that she 
needs to rest. Alone. She flings herself back on her pillow and studiously refuses to 
meet D'Argo's gaze. D'Argo silently leaves. 
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Like parents discussing their child's behavior problems at school, Aeryn and Crichton 
mull the mystery of Chiana's portrait. Aeryn thinks that because Chiana insulted 
Kyvan's work, Kyvan rigged the portrait in revenge. Crichton scoffs at this, but isn't 
necessarily willing to believe the portrait is predicting the future either. He just thinks 
they should have steered clear of Kyvan's ship and avoided the whole thing in the first 
place. Aeryn snorts that Chiana and Rygel are obsessed with checking out every 
single junk dealer in the UT. Crichton decides, "| say we lock all of Moya's doors, we 
don't let anybody in, we don't let anybody out. That way we get no alien critters, no 
shape-shifting bugs, no mind-altering viruses, no freaky-deaky artifacts." Aeryn shrugs 
her magnificent shoulders and says if she had it her way, she'd throw both Rygel and 
Chiana off the ship. "Well, Rygel, | can sort of understand, but Chiana?" Crichton 
questions cautiously. Aeryn has determined that Chiana gets them into almost as 
much trouble as Rygel does. Crichton argues back that Chiana means well, and even 


Rygel is good for something sometimes. Aeryn allows this, but says it's only once ina 
great while. "Oh, yeah?" Crichton says, his voice growing cold, "Well, what about 
Zhaan? Want to throw her off the ship?" "Possibly," Aeryn says, unflappable. 
"D'Argo?" Crichton wonders. Aeryn shrugs. "Me?" he asks quietly. Aeryn silently turns 
her blue eyes on him and widens them slightly. Not sure if that was an "Are you 
kidding? With everyone else gone, our bare butts will be bouncing off every bulkhead 
and bulwark and ballast!" look or an "Are you kidding? Kiss the airlock, my friend!" 
look. But it was smoldering. Of course, even if she were held underwater for three 
hours in a frozen lake, Aeryn would still smolder. In fact, she did. Reading the insult in 
her look, Crichton gets up and bitches that she could also get rid of Pilot and have the 
whole ship to herself. "Is that an offer?" Aeryn calls languidly after him. "Well, let's 
start with the shrimp and see how it goes," Crichton tosses back as he storms out. 
Aeryn smiles slightly after him. 

In her laboratory, Zhaan works on the portrait shard while whispers rustle like 
gathering feathers from Bodega Bay. Are they in her mind? Are they her mind? 
Crichton strides in and startles her, causing her to break something. She's edgy and 
breathing hard. She can't find anything abnormal about the portrait shard, and it's 
clearly scaring the blue shit out of her. Crichton shrugs off her emotional state and 
says the painting probably never changed -- it was all in Chiana's mind. Zhaan grabs 
at his arm and breathes that it's definitely not in Chiana's mind. Chiana's in danger. 
Crichton wonders what could possibly be endangering Chiana. Zhaan has her 
suspicions but she can't tell Crichton, not yet. First, she wants a pledge that when the 
time comes, he and the others will do exactly what she says. "Do you have enough 
faith in me to obey?" Crichton holds her gaze steadily and says whatever she's 
planning, he's in. He has her back. Always and forever. Zhaan wants Crichton to bring 
her Chiana's portrait. She wants to destroy it. Crichton is startled for a nanosecond, 
but true to his pledge, he walks off to retrieve the portrait. Meanwhile, | love the 
background shot of the DRDs hanging on the side of Aeryn's prowler as they fix it. 
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As we watch, the portrait of Chiana breaking her leg in the corridor muddles and 
morphs into an image of Chiana bodily consumed by a fire. 

D'Argo catches up with Crichton and tells him the portrait is bad for Chiana and they 
have to get rid of it. It's interesting; even someone who is soon to become Chiana's 
lover treats her like a child. | mean, | Know she acts like one and also manages to 
have more "robbed childhood" neuroses than Jane Eyre, Holly Golightly, and 
Jamie-Lynn Spears combined, but because of all that, it's sort of hard for me to wrap 
my head around her as a sexual being. The more overtly sexual she acts in upcoming 
episodes, the more | see her as a little girl trying so hard to be an adult. She's playing 
dress-up in lingerie and doesn't quite know where to put her dinners. It kind of 
explains why she goes for the son of her lover. That, and her fear of "forever," all of 
which underscore her immaturity. Wow, and now we've finished with this portion of 
"Keckler watches way too many Frasier repeats." 

Crichton has barely managed to tell D'Argo that Zhaan is way ahead of them when 
they hear Chiana screaming. She has just seen what the portrait has morphed into. It 
tickles me to consider how the others might react in the same situation. Rygel would 
expectorate some bodily fluid onto the offending portrait, Zhaan would pray over it, 


D'Argo would be philosophical and fatalistic, Crichton would try to puzzle out the 
cause, and | think Aeryn would blast it to pieces. Crichton and D'Argo dash into the 
room to find Chiana hobbling around on her broken leg, screeching that she has to get 
out of there. She flings herself into D'Argo's arms and sobs, "Help me! Please take me 
somewhere safe!" D'Argo lifts her up and tells Crichton to deal with the portrait. Aeryn 
jogs down the corridor to demand what the hell all is the racket about. "I'm going to 
die, Aeryn -- the portrait told me!" Chiana whimpers. D'Argo explains that the portrait 
showed Chiana on fire. Aeryn yells above Chiana's whimpers, "This is a load of dren!" 
"It's real, I'm burning up!" Chiana shrieks. Aeryn touches her and says she doesn't 
even feel hot. "I'M BURNING UP!" Chiana shrieks louder. Chiana's sort of a 
hypochondriac. 

Crichton hands over the portrait to Zhaan, saying it changed in the blink of an eye. 
Zhaan places gloved hands on the image and then snaps them away, as if burned. 
More whispers sear Zhaan's soul. Deep and rare and Maillard-reaction-y. 

In the cargo bay, Chiana orders D'Argo to put her in the freezer. Her fear drives her to 
make sure she is surrounded by the exact opposite of her fate: Mrs. Paul's fish sticks. 
D'Argo complies, ignoring Aeryn's protests that if Chiana doesn't freeze to death, 
she'll definitely suffocate. Pilot assures them that Chiana can remain in the freezer 
indefinitely if he calibrates temperature and increases airflow. Aeryn mutters that they 
shouldn't increase Chiana's fears by catering to them. (However, some curried crab 
puffs might be appreciated. I'm just saying.) 
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In her lab, Zhaan takes a deep breath, summons strength and bravery from within her 
damaged Pa'u soul, and tries to make contact. A shout of whispers slams her out of 
her brief trance. 

Back in the cargo bay, Chiana is pressing her hands up against the mottled yellow 
glass of the freezer and whimpering. Hon, you wanted to be in there; stop whining. 
Then there's a fwooomp of flame, and D'Argo turns to Crichton, simply (and rather too 
calmly) saying, "John." He walks over to the freezer and tries to force the door. 
Crichton yells for Pilot, asking what's going on in the freezer. Pilot doesn't know, 
because nothing should be combustible in there. Flames swarm behind Chiana's 
urgent silhouette, her hand on the opaque door. Horrifically disturbing shades of 
Apollo 1. D'Argo orders Pilot to release the jammed door. The door controls aren't 
responding. Thinking with her fists, Aeryn orders them to stand back and shoots the 
control panel. (See? Aeryn's answer to everything is to blast the hell out of it, God 
love her.) D'Argo and Crichton surge in to open the door. It still won't open. Chiana 
screams as the flames lick at her life. D'Argo grabs a pole of some sort and is about to 
ramrod the door when the flames are suddenly extinguished, along with Chiana's 
screams. There's nothing behind the door. Just freezer-burn. "CHIANAAAAA|" D'Argo 
bellows. 

Pilot shakily says that the door locks are responding, and opens the freezer. Crichton 
sticks his head in and looks through the frosty white smoke at a dark melted smear, 
accented by the glint of Chiana's lost necklace. Pilot asks with a quaver, "Crichton, is 
Chiana --"""She's gone, Pilot," Crichton responds quietly. Pilot blinks out a tear. 

In her lab, Zhaan prays. Rygel zooms in and asks, "It's true, then -- Chiana's death?" 
Zhaan pauses her death chant to tell him it is true. Rygel wants to know why she and 


the others didn't manage prevent it, given that the portrait gave them advance 
warning. Zhaan snaps that they all tried, which is more than can be said for him. 
"Where were you when she died? Sleeping? Eating?" Zhaan sobs out. Rygel draws 
himself up and says stiffly, "Had anyone seen fit to inform me..." Zhaan hisses at him 
to get out just as D'Argo and Crichton walk in. They all mutter about the things they 
could have done to prevent Chiana's créme brdléeing. Crichton adds that there's still 
one thing they can do, and asks Zhaan how they can get rid of the portrait. "Fire 
would be a fitting end!" she announces, and pours some green goop on the surface of 
the portrait before setting it alight with a blowtorch. Zhaan's got the coolest toys of 
anyone on Moya. Zhaan chants as the portrait burns. 
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Not emotionally able to waste her time with regrets and rituals, Aeryn takes the 
pragmatic, problem-solving approach and cross-examines Pilot about what went 
wrong with the freezer lock. They go back and forth; Aeryn's insisting that there has to 
be an explanation and Pilot's just as fervently insisting that no malfunctions on his or 
Moya's parts had anything to do with the freezer failing to open. "All right, I'm not 
blaming you, Pilot," Aeryn says, starting to slap her hand on Pilot's console and tug 
irritably at the back of her hair, "but something had to cause it --" Crichton, who has 
just walked into Pilot's den, interrupts, "Aeryn -- knock it off! It's not your fault." Aeryn 
knows it wasn't -- why would it be? Crichton points out that she's mercilessly grilling 
Pilot for answers he doesn't have because she did say earlier that she wanted Chiana 
off the ship. Aeryn stares him down. "| never said | wanted her dead, Crichton," she 
says, and turns back to Pilot. "Are you always going to do this?" Crichton bellows at 
her back. Do what? Keep the world at a distance -- push people, emotions, and his 
blue eyes away? For another season, yeah, and then not so much, and then yeah 
again. Saving Aeryn from answering, D'Argo comms that he wants them in the center 
chamber, because Crichton? We have a problem. Pilot has no idea what it is, so 
Aeryn and Crichton take off. 

In the center chamber, D'Argo is staring at the unburned portrait and this time it 
depicts him. His arms and head are flung back and his chest is high. It's a new 
portrait, replacing the destroyed one. Zhaan flutters in and breathes, "Khalaan help 
us!" The portrait is incomplete, and Crichton doesn't think they should wait around for 
it to finish its thought. D'Argo agrees and flings the portrait to the floor, shattering it. 
Zhaan comments that if the portrait repaired itself once, it can do it again. D'Argo 
decides to eject the pieces into space. Aeryn, not content to be passive, wants to go 
after Kyvan and get some answers. Her prowler isn't ready, so she has to take 
Crichton's module. "Bucket of dren," she mutters. Crichton and D'Argo exchange this 
perfectly mutual look that seems to say, "Can you believe her?" "Yes, | can. 
Unfortunately." It's hysterical and a nice snippet of comic relief in this episode. Zhaan 
bugs her face out, scared and intense. 

D'Argo tosses the portrait shards down an access shaft and Pilot vents them into 
space. He tracks the fragments but pulls Moya away from them at hetch-six velocity. "l 
don't know art, but | Know what | don't like," Crichton mutters. Zhaan joins D'Argo and 
Crichton in the corridors and asks if they're certain the portrait's gone. They are. 
Whispers hit Zhaan's psyche and she comes to an abrupt halt. She looks around and 


says she thought she heard something. The whispers continue to gurgle and Zhaan, 
looking shrewd, follows them. Over and over, the whispers laugh, "Pa'u Zhaan..." 
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Meanwhile, Aeryn takes off to find Kyvan, and she's not five seconds in the air when 
she takes an intentional nosedive. This jogs Rygel loudly loose from his stowage 
behind her seat, and Aeryn demands to know what he's doing there. He's got as much 
of a score to settle with Kyvan as Aeryn does. Aeryn calls him on his intent to make a 
profit, and Rygel doesn't deny it, saying Kyvan owes them big. Aeryn can't believe his 
greed in the face of Chiana's death, but Rygel argues that Chiana would have wanted 
them to reap punitive damages. She was a lot like him, Rygel announces. "Ambition, 
large appetites -- she would have made an excellent Hynerian," Rygel says, giving the 
late Chiana his highest possible compliment. "I'm going to miss her." Aeryn flips some 
switches and grimly agrees, "One way or another Kyven will make restitution." 

Back on Moya, D'Argo stares down another portrait. This time, the image of him is 
complete, with a spear now harpooning him through the chest. Zhaan is distraught by 
the power of the portrait, but D'Argo is resigned to his fate. He calmly tells Crichton 
that they've lost. Crichton refuses to accept the loss of another crewmember and 
friend. Zhaan gets a bit hysterical until Crichton verbally slaps her with a "ZHAAN!" He 
then quietly tells them to think, and asks what the hell is thing sticking out of D'Argo's 
chest in the portrait. D'Argo tells him it represents a qualta blade, and pulls his out 
with a subdued and non-Wayne's World-ian schwing. Crichton passes the blade to 
Zhaan and tells her to lock it far away from them. Crichton moves the portrait and 
announces they are going to put D'Argo in a big empty space, far away from any 
pointy objects. As D'Argo walks toward Crichton, telling him he's been a good friend, a 
HUGE pointy object pushes its way in from the left side of the screen. What the hell is 
that, and how is it that Crichton and D'Argo are completely oblivious to it? It's 
practically glowing with imminent stabbiness! "Whatever happens, it's been a pleasure 
to know you," D'Argo concludes. "D'Argo," Crichton says quietly, "SHUT UP!" He 
starts to go on about self-fulfilling prophecies when suddenly a panel the DRDs were 
working on blows up. D'Argo throws Crichton out of the way as Aeryn's prowler boots 
up. Ah, that stabby thing is something on her prowler. As Crichton screams, 
"NOOOOOO"" the stabby thing stabs D'Argo. D'Argo bellows once and then shatters 
into shards of glass and disappears. 

Still bellowing, D'Argo spins in time and space and lands in a dark corridor. The floor 
is the same yellow triangle of corridor we saw in the portrait, so D'Argo has been 
sucked inside the portrait. Just like a creepy Night Gallery episode | once saw where a 
Nazi war criminal thought he was wishing himself into a nice painting but ended up 
hanging from a crucifix. Forever. D'Argo hears Chiana calling out for help and calls 
back. He walks through one of the archways into a dark area and finally sees her on 
the other side of a wavy barrier. She's upside down and much larger than he is. They 
clearly aren't in the same room, dimension, or whatever. D'Argo's bellow of frustration 
echoes mine. When Disney did this, Dick Van Dyke got to dance with penguins. 
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Back on Moya, Crichton explains to Zhaan how D'Argo just disappeared, spilling no 
guts and no blood. Zhaan moves over to the portrait and stares at it silently. She 
doesn't say anything, but Crichton knows. He's next. The portrait now shows Crichton 


with streams of electricity coursing through his body. It's sort of like Da Vinci's 
Vitruvian Man, but more like Scott Bakula in the Quantum Leap credits. However, he's 
thankfully not wearing a white body stocking. Crichton yells at Zhaan that "this 
magical mystery" crap is her bailiwick; she just needs to tell him what to do and he'll 
do it. Zhaan lies that there is nothing she can tell him. 

Aeryn and Rygel have found Kyvan, who pretends not to know what's going on with 
the portrait. Aeryn kicks over a tray of junk and Rygel advises Kyvan, "It's a very bad 
idea to annoy her when she's in this sort of mood." To prove this, Aeryn kicks over 
more trays of junk. Kyvan whines that he doesn't know anything, so Aeryn pulls a gun, 
shouting, "Well, that's unfortunate for you because if you had something to tell me I'd 
have no reason to shoot you but since you're not telling me anything --" Kyvan finally 
whines that she was forced to create the portrait. He made her do it. He threatened 
her. "WHO?!" Aeryn thunders. "Maldis," Kyvan whimpers. 

Back on Moya, Zhaan breathes, "Maldis." Aeryn has called back to the ship to report 
on her conversation with Kyvan. Crichton's confused; he thought they destroyed 
Maldis. Zhaan says they just "disposed" of him, and she knew he would catch them 
some day. Zhaan puts her hands over her face in prayer mode and doesn't answer 
Crichton when he asks what should be done. Crichton tells Aeryn that Zhaan has 
"bugged out" on them and is either praying or hibernating. Is there a difference with 
her? Not always. Crichton tells Aeryn to stay there and get any information she can 
out of Kyvan. Aeryn turns to Kyvan and tells him to start talking. Not looking at her, 
Kyvan says that nothing he knows can be of any help. Maldis is too powerful. Aeryn 
rests her hand lightly on her gun. "Start talking," she suggests again with deadly 
pleasantness. Kyvan turns to glare at her. 

Moya. Crichton tears Zhaan's hands from her face and orders her to stop freaking out 
on him. They fought Maldis once; they can do it again. Zhaan grabs Crichton's face 
and pulls his forehead against hers to do another mind-meld. Speaking directly into 
his mind, Zhaan tells Crichton to trust her. She has a plan but he has to keep Maldis's 
attention focused on him for as long as possible. Before breaking the meld, Zhaan 
commands him to ignore what she says next. Crichton chokes and gasps in reaction 
to the break, and Zhaan waxes desperate and hysterical about how nothing can stop 
Maldis and that he's next. Zhaan goes on that they need to surrender. Crichton says 
he's not giving up. Zhaan reaches out to touch his face and says, "Well, | am," before 
thrusting him into the back of Aeryn's prowler. Crichton is electrocuted by the faulty 
panel and shatters into portrait shards. The DRDs on the prowler make confused 
noises but get busily back to work. Maldis's whispers call to Zhaan as she looks down 
on the portrait and sees her image as a shattered body. 
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Inside the portrait where no password needs to be given to a fat lady, Crichton 
collapses in a heap of groans. Dude, Maldis is the Master Blaster and they're on the 
flipside! Does...anyone else remember Saturday morning cartoons' Kidd Video? 
Whatever happened to Kidd? He was hot. D'Argo calls out to Crichton and our boy 
tears through one of the circular arches to get to him. But he's not there. Yeah, this is 
where it starts to get annoying fast. They can't get to each other because there's 
something about the archways leading to other places. D'Argo tried to get to Chiana, 
but he lost her. Crichton says he knows who built this picture maze and starts yelling 


for Maldis to show his ugly face. "Haven't you read the super-villain's handbook? This 
is where you're supposed to twirl your moustache and gloat," Crichton mutters. "I don't 
have a moustache, John!" Maldis announces, appearing behind him. Maldis is still 
trussed up in that black-on-black Hamlet costume. You'd think that if the guy has all 
this power, he wouldn't subject himself to those seriously itchy-looking neck ruffs. 
Crichton twits Maldis about looking pale and asks him what it's like being dispersed. 
Maldis says he's been concentrating on revenge and that's what sustained him all this 
time. "Well, here | am, dude, revenge away!" Crichton invites. There's a splash in the 
dimension next door. Maldis has changed corridors. Maldis taunts Crichton with the 
fact that Crichton's not even important enough to be considered a player in this little 
psycho-drama; he's saving all his revenge for Zhaan. Maldis took D'Argo, Chiana, and 
Crichton first because he wanted Zhaan to be tortured by the image of her friends 
dying. 

Moya. Zhaan is bombarded with Maldis's echoing shouts, calling her name. She puts 
her hands to her ears and wails. Where is Pilot during all of this? 

Maldis continues to be evil with Crichton, even dropping a "Favorite Things" 
reference. "Oh," Crichton bites out with an angry smile, "Could you do that 'Farewell, 
Goodbye' song the kids sing? It's one of my favorites." Hee. | had to play "So Long, 
Farewell" for a piano recital. Maldis screams that he doesn't do requests. He'd be no 
fun at a karaoke party. Actually, he'd be fun to tease. Just keep calling requests out 
when he's warming up and he'd probably throw down the mike in a fit of rage and 
stomp off, his ruff a-quiver with indignation. Of course, he'd probably also eviscerate 
all the guests. Maldis can read Crichton's mind, and he knows that Crichton thinks 
Zhaan will save them. | love this line: "Your mind is an open book to me, full of big 
print and lots of pictures." Crichton places two fingers on his temple and tells him, 
"Then read this: Kiss..." Maldis draws back in horror as he completes the sentence in 
Crichton's mind. Crichton's betting on Zhaan, not Maldis. 
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Moya. Zhaan has just gotten Pilot to agree to her plan when the Maldispers start 
again. Pilot can't hear them. 

In the portrait, Maldis continues to taunt Crichton, reminding him that the last guy who 
helped Zhaan died. This time, Zhaan's alone. And with that, Maldis zips off to be 
mean to Zhaan. 

Hollering, "Pa'u ZHAAAN!" Maldis causes Zhaan to fall into the pit surrounding Pilot's 
seat. Zhaan lands with a shattering crash in the portrait. Now outside the portrait, 
Maldis goes all "Eat Me" on them; his huge eye peers in-to the portrait and he snaps, 
"So much for that plan! Any more bets?" Zhaan pants up at Crichton that she failed, 
she was too weak. Crichton tells her not to give up because she never gives up. 
Maldis now zips back into the portrait and taunts Zhaan that she's weak and she 
begged him to put her out of her misery. However, he wants to enjoy her misery a little 
longer. He adds, "However, there's no reason why she should suffer all alone," and 
puckers up his lips and blows into the archways, causing Chiana and D'Argo to show 
up. Can you imagine watching this episode high? | feel high just typing that sentence. 
Meanwhile, this episode has too much talking and not enough Aeryn. Chiana looks 
around, notices everyone else, and perks, "Who's the ugly old man?" Crichton 
explains that he's "your basic evil vampire" who feeds on fear, so everyone needs to 


stay calm. Eh -- he's not that scary of a fear feeder, you Know? | respected Barbas 
way more because not only is Billy Drago one of the creepiest actors in the biz, but he 
also had to contend with the skeevy Fun Bags, and | feel that takes quite a bit of 
demon moxie. However, | guess | would rank Maldis above Gachnar because once 
they figured him out, all it took was Buffy's heel to get rid of him. 

Maldis tires of Crichton's bravado and blows him into an archway, intoning, "Picture, if 
you will, me standing on your home planet. Six billion creatures like you -- heavy 
breeders -- your species would keep me well-fed for a long time." Crichton breathes 
that Maldis better stay the fuck away from Earth. Maldis delights in Crichton's fear and 
turns to D'Argo to niggle him about finding Jothee, and Chiana about sending her 
back to Nebari. Chiana's not afraid of him and tells him, "The bigger the mouth, the 
smaller the action." Boy, | could turn that dirty fast. Maldis says he's going to leave all 
of them in there and destroy the portrait, but their trapped life forces will live and he 
will feed on them. Maldis then walks his beribboned, black pumps across Zhaan's 
prone body. She screams as filaments and sepals crack. Maldis announces they will 
be destroyed in 100 microts from now. These villains never explain why -- if they are 
so powerful -- they need a countdown to destruction. We know Austin Powers has 
lampooned what we all knew to be true, but | really want an explanation as to WHY 
these bad guys even bother with an egg timer to death. Anyway, a window opens to 
Moya, and it looks like part of Pilot's chamber is melded into the portrait. The DRDs 
chitter their confusion. 
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Pilot contacts Aeryn with a priority message from Zhaan stating that Aeryn needs to 
kill Kyvan and get out of there fast. Aeryn 10-4s and immediately shoots Kyvan, who 
shards into pieces. Not missing a beat, Aeryn grabs the spluttering Rygel and takes 
off. As the module flies clear, the entire spherical junk mall shatters. A single shard 
remains, and it digs through time and space to find Maldis's soft underbelly. Inside the 
portrait, Maldis screams and is flung to the ground. 

Inside the module, Rygel demands if Aeryn knew that would happen. She didn't, but 
Crichton told her to follow Zhaan's orders without question. "Well, he didn't bother to 
tell me," Rygel grumps. "Of course not," Aeryn responds smoothly, giving him a 
quizzical "duh" look. "When have you ever followed instructions?" Rygel can't argue 
with that. 

In the portrait, Maldis picks himself up off the floor and asks if that was all Zhaan's 
doing, adding, "Because I'm much stronger than you think!" Glaring from the floor, 
Zhaan announces, "So am I!" And she flings herself up in sort of a martial-arts spin 
and slams a leg into Maldis's chest. She then punches and kicks him to the ground 
and all the action looks like it's taking place underwater or in Jell-O, or something else 
that slows it all down. It's all wavy. Maldis gets up, but Zhaan just slams him though an 
archway. There's lots of shattering and the barriers between D'Argo, Crichton, Zhaan, 
and Chiana are broken. 

The portrait shakes and shudders, and Zhaan tells them to hurry. D'Argo grabs 
Chiana's hand and yanks her down the corridor. Zhaan sobs at Crichton to leave her, 
but he refuses. Maldis's hungry hand reaches out through one of the archways, 
grasping for life that isn't his. Back on Moya, we see that same window to the portrait 
bridging Maldis' reality with our heroes’. D'Argo yanks Chiana through the Phantom 


Zone rip, and she lands on top of him. Bamp-chicka. Crichton drags Zhaan to her feet 
and throws her, resisting, over his shoulder. On Moya D'Argo realizes what's going on 
and tosses Chiana off him. He gets up to the portrait window and reaches through the 
waviness to pull Zhaan and Crichton to safety. Crichton barely has time to smile, 
"Home, sweet home," when Maldis's huge hand reaches through the portal and feels 
around as it tries to King Kong which ever of them he can grasp. Crichton grabs a 
DRD and holds it in front of him, yelling, "Fire one!" The DRD fires, but the hand 
keeps groping, and | now have The Cars in my head. Crichton runs back to the 
prowler as Zhaan fires the DRD at the hand again and again. "Fire two!" Crichton yells 
and fires the prowler guns. Maldis screams, his tongue Gene Simmonsing out. More 
DRD firing, and finally the hand is sucked backward through the portrait portal and the 
portal is sucked into shards of nothingness. Everyone pants. "That was your plan?" 
Crichton asks. "Yes," Zhaan says weakly. "Like it?" "Well, what's not to like?" he asks, 
exhausted. 
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And now for the rehash. In Moya's galley, Chiana wonders why her leg is still broken 
when none of the rest of them retained any injuries from their deaths. Rygel shrugs, 
saying he still doesn't get the Maldis-Kyvan thing. Chiana does, though because 
Zhaan explained it all to her. When Maldis recorporealized, he created Kyvan and the 
portrait in order to manipulate their plane of existence. Then when Aeryn destroyed 
Kyvan, it weakened Maldis enough for Zhaan to give him a roundhouse. Rygel 
chuckles, "Best not to ponder questions like these -- they'll only make your head hurt." 
"Forget about it -- sit back and enjoy the happy ending," Chiana agrees. Oh, the 
elaborate inside wink that tells the Trekkies to shut up and stop whining! Yeah, gotta 
love the meta after they've over-explained stuff. Rygel snarls that there's no happy 
ending when his priceless tiara disappeared along with everything else. "Well, you 
can't have everything, Ryg," Chiana giggles. "I can't have anything," Rygel grumps. 
Chiana playfully tosses crackers at him. 

Zhaan plays with her pretty rocks in her chamber. Crichton leans in the doorway and 
asks if "that sumbitch" is gone for good. Oh, Lord, | hope so -- he talks too damn 
much. Zhaan says you can never be certain with a creep like Maldis. Crichton walks 
in, groaning that it would have been a really good time to lie to him. Zhaan smiles 
slightly and says she's not a very good liar. "Yeah, right," Crichton says. "I know you 
couldn't tell me the truth about your plan because Maldis would have picked it out of 
my brain, but you had us all fooled with that scared Nellie routine." Zhaan looks up at 
him: "My fear wasn't an act, John." "You were really that scared," Crichton states. "I've 
never been more scared in my life," Zhaan tells him. DUN! 

Many, many thanks to the PHP Simple HTML DOM Parser | Speedy hosting by 
WebFaction | Google+ 





- Zhaan Goce To Seed - 
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Ugh. This is such a gross one. Rotting carcass? Check. Acid-filled pustules? Check. 
Eating suspect meat? Check. Laying in a stock of ginger ale, barf bags, and 
anti-emetics to prepare for several hours of uninterrupted recapping? Urp -- check. 


Floating across Moya's windshield is a tasty space view of bones and talons (or 
fangs) belonging to a huge, dead creature. In the galley, Crichton is irritably muttering 
about fields of green grass ("Mold is green!" Chiana reminds him ) and crystal-blue 
streams ("Ruptured bile ducts!" Chiana offers) and finally complains that if he had 
anything in his stomach, he'd throw up. Aeryn joins them in the galley and marvels 
over the creature outside their window. We get the explanation that they've arrived at 
the remains of a budong, "one of the largest creatures there is." Crichton bitches 
Chiana that she promised them food and then lured them to a putrefied spaceasaurus 
rex. "You mean that thing's edible?" Rygel muses, not totally repulsed and actually 
sort of excited. Chiana explains that the budong itself isn't edible, because, well, there 
are these acid-packed pustules, and they tend to get in the way of chewing, digesting, 
and not being eviscerated from the inside out. Crichton shuts her up and then 
sneezes. He grumbles that he hopes he's not catching a cold because he won't find 
any chicken soup on the budong. "Look, | don't know what cheeken zoop is, okay? 
But there's plenty of other food at the mining camp," Chiana explains. Yes, people live 
on a moldering space corpse. And they like it! As Chiana tells Aeryn that she and her 
brother used to live in the crystal mining community, Crichton fries up some fat, 
squirming larvae. When Chiana avoids explaining why they left, Rygel demands, 
"How much did you steal?" Chiana shrugs if off as being a long time ago. After first 
sniffing Chiana to see if it's her natural stench, Aeryn asks, "What's that appalling 
smell?" "Breakfast!" Crichton announces. Mmm -- larvaeggs Benedict. "Dentics! You 
can't eat dentics!" Aeryn bellows. Oh, right -- those larvae are the things they put in 
their mouth to clean their teeth. | forgot about them. Huh. That's sort of like how 
Colgate tells you to contact poison control if you ingest more than the normal amount 
of toothpaste. Crichton insists you can eat anything fried and offers one up to Aeryn 
who squirms away. Shrugging off her reaction, Crichton pops a presumably hot and 
juicy worm in his mouth and starts to chew. For a millisecond. And then he gags, spits 
out the worm, and shoves it down Rygel's maw. Rygel, it should be noted, doesn't spit 
it out. Instead, he sort of looks queasy as he gums over the mouthful. We can see 
wormy, fleshy mashed bits poking out of his mouth. Now, who wants potstickers? 
Aeryn and Crichton argue about starbursting away from the beached space whale or 
starving -- Crichton drops a Donner party reference, of course -- and Chiana 
continues to insist that the mining colony has food for them. Completely shrouded in 
one of her many gauzy shawls, Zhaan tremblingly agrees with Chiana. Aeryn turns to 
argue with her but stumbling into the middle of the room, Zhaan breathes, "| need 
food. Now." Always the most perceptive person in the room, Crichton is the first to 
realize there's something wrong with Zhaan. Aeryn looks with detached curiosity at 
Zhaan but then steps quickly back in shock. Zhaan's face is bursting with green, red, 
and yellow worm-like pustules. And that, my friends, is why you don't pop your zits. "I 
must have food," Zhaan moans, opening her eyes, which have turned jaundice yellow, 
"Or I'll die." After being subjected to the creaking, cracking sound of more pustules 
pushing out of Zhaan's face, we go to the credits. 
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Aeryn and Crichton are arguing. Again. Aeryn's peeved that she's being made to stay 
aboard Moya, while Crichton explores the budong with the others. Crichton explains 
that both he and D'Argo are having allergic reactions to Zhaan's ragweed state and 


she's not. So there. With her dinners ratcheted up to her ears, Chiana prances out in 
a new ouffit, eliciting a "Sha-zam!" from Crichton and a calm "That's nice," from 
D'Argo. Aeryn glares over at them as Chiana preens, "You think this will catch 
Temmon's eye?" Temmon's an old friend, who presumably didn't just get benefits from 
Chiana, but also set up a 401K in her pants to which frequent contributions were 
made. Chiana edges seductively by D'Argo, and Aeryn mutters, "Oh, that's just great 
-- | get to stay aboard with the blooming blue bush and you get to pay with your 
favorite little trelk." Crichton ignores both Aeryn's jealousy and her ignited blowtorch 
and says they'll be back in a couple of arns. | say "Aeryn's jealousy" because that's 
the simplistic answer. However, I'm sure it's not just jealousy she's feeling. Given her 
personality, I'm willing to bet she's way more mad that Crichton has relegated her to 
what she feels is the fairly inactive job of babysitting. She's pissed that Crichton's the 
one giving orders and making decisions, she's even more pissed that she can't argue 
with his logic, and finally her whole personality, upbringing, and training chafes when 
she's not out there in the thick of all the action. I'm sure there's a bit of jealousy mixed 
in there but it's completely drowned out by everything else. 

Deep in the fetid tissues of the budong, Crichton bitches about the smell of the place. 
D'Argo points out the obvious, "What did you expect? It's a corpse." Seriously. D'Argo 
quietly asks Chiana about Temmon, "Why didn't you tell us about him before?" And by 
"us," he means, "me" because Aeryn's not the only one feeling pangs of jealousy. 
Except, again, it's not that simple. Like Aeryn, D'Argo is too tough to be derailed by 
jealous tendencies, especially when he has -- as yet -- no real claim on Chiana or her 
affections and therefore has no reason to expect fidelity. If anything, D'Argo is at the 
point in his infatuation where he just wants to learn all he can about Chiana because 
he's interested in her. He's also still sort of acting parental towards her. Chiana, 
deciding that D'Argo's question could only mean he wants her, gives him an 
open-mouthed, come-hither look, and doesn't answer. She's still treating D'Argo like a 
toy. Not really caring too deeply about his feelings, she wants him hungry and left 
wanting. Chiana tells Crichton that once she tells Temmon that Neri's dead, he'll forget 
all about the money she stole from him. However, her shaking voice and refusal to 
meet Crichton's eyes tells us that she doesn't quite believe that herself. Crichton 
clutches his pearls at the idea of Chiana using her dead brother to play on Temmon's 
sympathy. "I have a plan!" Chiana retorts, staring Crichton down, her voice much 
stronger. After Crichton repeats this sarcastically to D'Argo, an alarm goes off. Chiana 
announces, "An attack! D'Argo, Crichton! A keedva!" Everyone runs off and a tall dude 
with a crow feather collar steps out of a cave and stares after them. 
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In another cavern, people flock around a body being pulled out of the mine on a mine 
cart. It's Temmon. "This is who's going to help us?" Rygel sniffs, annoyed at the 
inconvenience. Temmon's only mostly dead, though, and his eyelids flutter when 
Chiana mewls his name repeatedly. Temmon moans at Chiana not to let him suffer 
like this and says, "Get B'Sogg." Chiana looks around, grabs a pick-axe from 
someone and plunges it into Temmon's gut, killing him. D'Argo yanks the sobbing 
Chiana away and demands to know what she's doing. Chiana kicks D'Argo away from 
her and shrieks, "If that stuff touches you, you're dead anyway!" | kinda wanted 
someone to yank the pick-axe out of Temmon's gut, lick it, and mutter, "Nuthin'!" on 


this Budong of Misfit Toys. Some guy wearing a card dealer's visor, a very blinged-out 
black quilted vest, and a white Peter Pan collar puts on this Old South accent and 
singsongs, "Smack! Smack into a puuuuss-TULE! Keedva must've been after him." 
Okay, why does a rotting corpse miner look like he should be playing poker on some 
riverboat while we all get "Ol' Man River" stuck in our heads? Waving the fumes off 
the dead body up to his nose and smelling them as one might do a particularly savory 
stew, Grangerford Shepherdson next explains to Crichton that a keedva is "a vicious 
beast that feeds off the budong; chews up anything that gets in the way." | can't do 
justice to this guy's weird Aussie-cum-Jezebel accent 

A twin to the all-the-way dead Temmon walks up, telling Chiana she did what needed 
to be done, noting that no one else in the mine had the guts to put his brother out of 
his misery. This twin, by the way, is the same guy who was skulking in the cave 
shadows when the keedva alarm went off. The twin tells everyone to go home 
because he's closing the mines until the keedva is tracked and killed. He's also 
adopting a Blanche DuBois accent, which is just as weird as Grangerford 
Shepherdson's, but | guess it's to underscore the slavery-like aspect of the mines. 
That B'Sogg is cruel, greedy, and foreman of the mines makes him a Simon Legree 
character. B'Sogg drawls that Chiana has some nerve coming back to the budong. 
Looking him up and down and deciding to transfer her powers of seduction to the one 
left holding the purse strings and the whip, Chiana purrs that the rapidly cooling 
Temmon once told her B'Sogg liked her nerve. Scraping his eyes down her body, 
B'Sogg says that wasn't all he liked. Chiana steps closer and explains why they're 
there. She thought he could help them out. B'Sogg licks his lips and moves in for a 
kiss. D'Argo hisses. B'Sogg looks up and tells them to remove their weapons. D'Argo 
refuses because handing over his Qualta blade is just like castrating him. "Then stay 
hungry," B'Sogg invites. With the presiding cooler head, Crichton hands over his gun. 
After a pause and a snortling glare, D'Argo slowly does the same with his blade. 
Before walking away, B'Sogg says he'll get food for her friends but not for Chiana 
because she's used up her charity. Chiana is stunned and close to tears but not 
because of B'Sogg, because of Temmon. She orders her shipmates to get food for 
Zhaan. Crichton and Rygel leave. D'Argo stays and watches Chiana have a grateful 
reunion with an old mining friend, Altana, who promises to feed her. 
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In another cavern, Altana and Chiana catch up on gossip. Chiana learns about other 
miners who have died or finally left to seek a life that wasn't dependents on navigating 
flesh rot spots and gangrene. Altana announces she's about to move on as well 
because she finally made it big. She found a vein of nogelti crystals near the budong's 
second liver, just pass the ribs. If you hit the pancreas, you've gone too far. Chiana 
breathes that she's so happy for Altana. "Be happy for yourself, girl, | want you to 
have a share," Altana announces. Chiana is overwhelmed and it speaks a lot for her 
growing character that she immediately says, "I'll be able to get enough food for 
Zhaan." Altana reminds her that they have a problem: B'Sogg closed the mines and 
he's probably down there already, jumping her claim. Chiana wonders if B'Sogg could 
have killed Temmon. Altana scoffs at this, they were brothers. And brother never kills 
brother. Except in the Bible. And the Civil War. And over video games. 


Back on Moya, Aeryn talks pragmatically and congestedly to the prone and budding 
Zhaan about stabilizing her condition. Zhaan murmurs she can make a salve that 
might help but then she drifts off toward hibernation. Maybe Aeryn should cover her 
with a cone full of dead leaves. It helped my mom's roses. Aeryn prods Zhaan and 
gets her to give her the salve recipe. She starts putting it together but when it whiffs a 
violet smoke, she wonders, "Is it supposed to do that?" Zhaan's only answer is to 
wheeze shallowly. "Oh, frelling great," Aeryn crabs. Pilot comms in to announce that 
Zhaan's spores are numbing Moya's hull. I'd love something to numb my hull right 
about now. Maybe some limoncello. Aeryn suggests putting the atmosphere 
scrubbers at maximum capacity. "Already done," Pilot explains, because there's not 
much the bipeds can tell Pilot that he hasn't already done for Moya. "Well, | don't 
know what else to suggest, then," Aeryn says, looking down at Zhaan with bleary, 
reddened eyes. 

On the budong, the flatulent Rygel, who will eat the noses off of live doctors, is turning 
up his own royal nostril holes at lichen, mold, and fungus. He peers over at B'Sogg 
forking up some meat and wonders royally why he didn't get meat. B'Sogg says if he 
wants meat, he has to pay for it. Ah, this is a "vegetarians eat free!" type of place. We 
should send most of San Francisco over there. D'Argo announces that they need 
more food, enough to get them to the next system. Not interested in any sort of trade, 
B'Sogg repeats that they need to pay for more food, but to pay for it, they have to 
mine crystals. D'Argo grits out an agreement that they will work. "Dominars don't 
work!" Rygel announces, aghast, "Especially not in some rotting corpse filled with 
creatures." But then Rygel spies Grangerford Shepherdson gambling some sort of 
game across the cavern and gets interested. This will be his way of getting food. 
"Maybe we should have fried this," D'Argo says sourly to his plate of lichen. Crichton 
leaves to bring Zhaan some food on Moya. 
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On the ship, Aeryn noshes on a handful of fungus, and Crichton complains about his 
sinuses. When he attempts to hand-feed Zhaan a green marshmallow, she groans, 
"Can't. Gone too far. Need meat." | was going to make a Venus' flytrap joke but then 
my mind jumped to Vagina dentata and | scared myself into a corner thinking about 
Zhaan having hidden set of teeth down there. If she even has a "down there," 
because as we learned from Kirk's Rura Penthe knee-capping, not everyone keeps 
their genitals in the same place. Crichton starts to say, "No, you don't want meat -- 
meat's bad for you, it's got cholesterol and hormones --" but he's interrupted when 
Zhaan summons up enough super strength in her xylem to do something painful and 
crunching to Crichton's arm. Zhaan hisses, "Animal proteins. Stop the budding cycle. 
Buds evolved. For protection. Famine immobilizes us. Predator attacks. Buds 
poisoned animal. When animal dies, we eat animal to recover." Aeryn looks fairly 
scared as Crichton gags, "I'll get you some meat." "Now," Zhaan says, her eyes 
glowing dark orange. 

Back on the budong, Rygel gasps that Grangerford Shepherdson cheated. 
Grangerford Shepherdson laughs that it's part of the game and Rygel's just lousy at 
cheating. Bet that's the first time Rygel's ever heard that. Sure enough, Rygel gets 
affronted and says he's an excellent cheater, but he's just not at his best right now 
because he's so hungry. Grangerford Shepherdson realizes that Rygel's been lying 


about having anything of value to bet with and gets stroppy. Rygel gulps and says that 
killing him won't get him his crystals. Grangerford Shepherdson leans over and says 
Rygel will get him his crystals. Or else. 

In his private chambers, B'Sogg finds Chiana stretched on his couch and notes that 
she always looked good on his couch. Chiana snakes up B'Sogg's back, wraps all 
four limbs around him, and whispers in his ear that she missed him. Grinding against 
his back, Chiana does her best to convince B'Sogg that she wanted him all along and 
not his brother. Just as she's getting to her point about opening the mine, D'Argo 
appears in the doorway and barks out that they need the meat now. "You have 
nothing to trade for it," B'Sogg snaps back. "We'll get you whatever you want, but | 
want that meat now," D'Argo growls. "There must be something you want," Chiana 
purrs. B'Sogg finally realizes that Chiana was only dry humping him for free handouts, 
and he turns to D'Argo and says if he wants meat he has to pay for it. But then he 
turns back to Chiana who oozes and juices her torso to meet his gaze. "Maybe you do 
have something to trade..." he decides. D'Argo yells at this, so B'Sogg loudly 
proclaims that the Chiana he knew didn't allow others to make her decisions. Chiana 
snips that she still makes all her own decisions. Suddenly lapsing into a French 
accent -- is he being Creole now? -- B'Sogg orders D'Argo, "Run away -- Looxin!" 
D'Argo belts him a good one and holds him down, bellowing, "Now give me what | 
need!" Still conscious, B'Sogg smugs that he hid the meat in the mine and no one 
knows the mine the way he does. If he dies, so does the location of the meat. "D'Argo, 
if he wants one night with me..." Chiana offers, "I'll give it to him." B'‘Sogg corrects her. 
He plays for keeps: a life for a life. One side of meat for another. 
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As Chiana charges angrily through caverns, D'Argo follows and they argue about 
what each of them shouldn't have done. D'Argo will not allow Chiana to stay there with 
B'Sogg, and Chiana won't let D'Argo tell her what to do. "Well, someone has to!" 
D'Argo yells at her. Chiana says she had a brother and now he's gone. She doesn't 
need another. "| don't want to be your...brother," D'Argo breathes. "Then what?" 
Chiana pleads. D'Argo sighs and shakes his head, "| want to help you." That's not the 
answer Chiana wanted. She slumps and turns away, saying if he wants to help he can 
help Altana find her vein of crystals. D'Argo's willing to do that. 

Moya. Completely on her own and without anyone else's technical help, the former 
Peacekeeper has rigged up something to the ship that will blast Zhaan with light. 
There's a blinding flash and the air fills with the breath of a little girl wno just made her 
first wish on a dandelion. I'm quite scared to see that, though obscured by light, 
Zhaan's head looks like it has sprouted tentacles. Against a black backdrop -- just in 
case we didn't get what just happened -- we get a close-up of one of Zhaan's planter 
warts (get it? Plant-er warts?) fuzzing over with cottony seeds. Aeryn shuts off the 
light burst and asks Pilot what he's reading. I'd be less concerned with what Pilot is 
reading and more concerned with the fact that Zhaan is now sitting up, seemingly fully 
conscious, but still isn't talking. Pilot is reading that Zhaan is now exuding spores as a 
reaction to the light burst. Maybe she needs a spore-minimizing mask? Pilot can't do 
anything about the spore levels, and tells Aeryn she's made things worse. Zhaan's 
yellow eyes are rolled threateningly up in her head. Aeryn defensively tells Pilot that 
she had to do something and he wasn't giving her any suggestions. "Why did you do 


that?" Zhaan asks in a low voice. Aeryn says she was trying to help. "Lies, you were 
trying to kill me," Zhaan says, her spores blowing more and more seed. "Brutish 
Peacekeeper, you can't wait to see me die," Zhaan accuses, as Aeryn stifles a 
sneeze. 

Budong. Crichton walks around muttering to himself about how things are never easy. 
He hears Chiana talking to B'Sogg about their deal. She tells him she'll stay no longer 
than half a cycle. B'Sogg retorts that his deal wasn't negotiable. Chiana stalks off 
swearing, and Crichton stops her to ask where D'Argo is. Chiana says he's in the 
mines with Altana. Crichton freaks and goes after him, bellowing, "It should be easy, 
it's never easy!" 
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Moya. Aeryn is finally realizing that it might be a good idea to ask her doctor about 
Allegra-D. Between sneezes, she learns from Pilot that Zhaan's spores are making 
Moya rash out faster than the atmosphere scrubbers can apply Cortisone. Even 
worse, Moya is developing a sinus infection and a very stuffy head and can't function 
properly. Pilot is also being affected by the spores and is worried that Moya will be 
permanently blinded if Zhaan doesn't stop her blooming ass. Aeryn suggests she drag 
Zhaan onto a transport pod and allow Moya to vent herself. In other words: hock a 
really large loogie. Pilot slowly notes that it would help Moya, but he's worried about 
Aeryn, since she's being affected as well. Aeryn shrugs that off and says she'll be fine. 
Pilot hesitantly sets about to priming a transport pod. In slo-mo, Aeryn jogs back to 
Zhaan's room and finds nothing but a mass of downy seeds. 

Budong. Looking for D'Argo in the mine, Crichton finds Rygel chipping his little heart 
out. He's found a massive crystal and tells Crichton to bug off. Fed up, Crichton grabs 
Rygel's ear and pulls him around on his hover-chair. He whispers threateningly that 
Zhaan doesn't have much time, "So get your crystal and LET'S GO!" He shouts the 
last bit, causing Rygel to shout and drop his mining tool with a clatter. Crichton speeds 
through the corridors but stops short when he hears a high-pitched whine. Don't they 
end up using a semi-tone of that exact sound for Jool's scream? Not being thrilled 
with the noise, Crichton backs up and starts down another corridor but hears a sound 
he likes even less. Loud and toothy growling. Crichton switches off his flashlight and 
crouches down, wincing as he hears something crack under his feet. He hisses for 
Rygel as a low-slung shape slinks on all fours behind him. After a few more snorts 
and growls, Crichton FINALLY looks around and freezes at the sight of the dark 
shape, which has now reared up on its hind legs like a bear. The keedva gallops 
toward Crichton and only then does Crichton decide it's time to run. There's a flash of 
white teeth in a dark mouth. Rygel notes this and quickly levitates his hover-chair as 
high as possible. Crichton launches himself on Rygel and says he's not ditching him. 
Crichton's dangling legs are just beyond the keedva's snapping maw. Rygel tells 
Crichton there's no reason for both of them to die, "I'm a Dominar and you're just you!" 
Crichton slaps his hand over Rygel's mouth and tells him to shut up and get the lead 
out. Rygel can't give his car seat any more gas and orders Crichton to let go. "Screw 
you!" Crichton bites out. The chair tips as it starts to sag under their weight. Rygel 
says he'll bite Crichton's fingers off if he doesn't let go. "Oh yeah? Screw you!" 
Crichton says again but stupidly holds up two fingers for Rygel to bite. Which he does, 
of course. Crichton screams and there's another high-pitched whine and the keedva 


scampers off. Rygel's still biting Crichton's fingers, so Crichton bites Rygel's head. 
Rygel finally releases Crichton's fingers and says, "Lucky you." Crichton head-butts 
him and Rygel squeals, "What was that for?" | love how Rygel truly and honestly 
doesn't understand why Crichton would have any reason to head-butt him. "I ain't your 
lunch!" Crichton snaps. He then orders Rygel back to the transport pod and tells him 
to stay there. "What about Vija?" Rygel asks, referring to Grangerford Shepherdson. 
"What about keedva?!" Crichton retorts. "Oh, good plan," Rygel says immediately. 
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On Moya Zhaan's head hangs in some black place. She opens her mouth and silently 
vents more spores. Her eyes are red. 

Aeryn walks around yelling stuffily for Zhaan. Pilot can't locate Zhaan because Moya's 
senses are all congested, and since Moya is worsening, he thinks they might have to 
vent the atmosphere anyway. "Udderstud," Aeryn sighs. 

Budong. D'Argo helps Altana with her mining and they talk companionably about how 
she'll miss the thrill of living on the budong. "Thrill?" D'Argo asks, slugging water. 
"Always being constantly on your guard," Altana explains, as the keedva slinks up 
behind them, dragging an anvil. The talk turns to Chiana. Altana says that Chiana is a 
wild one with a heart of gold. "Her loyalties are certainly flexible, that's for sure," 
D'Argo notes a bit sourly. He wonders how Chiana could steal from Temmon if, as 
Altana explained, he treated her so well. D'Argo turns away, sneering that it's that sort 
of behavior that makes it difficult for him to trust her. Catching on, Altana asks if 
Chiana and D'Argo are together. "No," D'Argo says quietly. "No? Or not yet?" Altana 
asks. "That's up to her," D'Argo says. Do you think one of those caverns leads to 
Gringotts? 

Moya. They still can't find Zhaan, and Moya can't be saved without instant 
decompression. However, unless she's in a transport pod, Zhaan will die during 
decompression. Aeryn gives the order to seal off command and commence with 
decompression. Pilot sadly notes, "Decompression in five microts." | get really upset; 
not about Zhaan, but because an unwary DRD gets sucked away somewhere. 
Doesn't Moya need the DRDs to function? Does she just produce more? Or is it like 
ovaries in that Leviathans are born with all the DRDs they will ever have? How does 
that all work? As decompression continues, the door to command closes and Aeryn 
sighs, "Oh, Zhaan, forgive us." She drops her head. In funereal tones, Pilot informs 
her that spore levels have dropped and he's beginning repressurization. 

Budong. The keedva leaps on D'Argo and drills him to the ground. D'Argo is knocked 
unconscious while the keedva turns on Altana, slashes at her, and then drags her 
wetly off. The keedva then lifts Altana up like a ragdoll and slams her repeatedly on 
the cave floor until her neck snaps. The high-pitched screel sounds off. The keedva 
seems to protest the maulus interruptus but galumphs off anyway, leaving both D'Argo 
and Altana behind. 

In the main caverns, Crichton and Chiana meet up. Chiana is worried about D'Argo 
and Altana. Crichton is worried about Zhaan and says if they don't get meat by the 
end of the day, he's going cut off his own damn arm and feed it to her. The creature 
alarm goes off, and Chiana breathes, "Altana!" Not that into D'Argo that she worries 
about him first, is she? Chiana finds B'Sogg and asks what happened. "The mine 
were closed, but some of you decided to ignore that," B'Sogg reminds her. "Where's 


D'Argo and Altana?" Chiana begs. "I found your friends but got there too late,” B'Sogg 
smarms. We see what "too late" means as D'Argo comes stumbling and choking out 
of the mine. Black blood courses from his mouth. D'Argo chokes that he couldn't 
protect Altana. Chiana gazes down at Altana draped across a mine cart. She's bloody 
and twisted and it looks like one of her feet was ripped off at the boot, but it's a very 
dark shot. 
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D'Argo tells Crichton that the creature attacked and he tried to stop it but couldn't. 
He's not too hurt, nothing broken, and his blood is running clear. B'Sogg tosses back 
at Crichton that his friend is lucky to be alive. "You know what Boudreau? For 
someone that's supposed to be such a great critter hunter, you ain't doin' that good of 
a job," Crichton drawls angrily. Okay, | can't figure out the Boudreau reference unless 
it's just an acknowledgement of this guy's Southern charms. B'Sogg retorts that he 
closed the mines for a reason and now he's going to go take care of business, so the 
lot of them should just stay out. B'Sogg leaves. Chiana tells Crichton hoarsely that 
B'Sogg killed Altana and now he's going to steal her crystals. She's not going to let 
him. However, just like when she explained the situation of Altana's crystals to D'Argo, 
she lets the man take over on the actual action. Crichton grabs his stuff and says, 
"Boudreau's mine." 

Moya. Repressurization is almost complete. Behind a sneezing and coughing Aeryn, 
Zhaan floats down from the ceiling. How did she --? So Zhaan can levitate now? With 
murder in her eyes, and her acne starting to assume asparagus-like proportions, 
Zhaan angles her head and strikes Aeryn from behind. Aeryn stumbles and turns to 
say, "Zhaan, you don't understand." Zhaan just says, "Tried to kill me. Suffocate me. 
Poison salve. Burn me with light." Aeryn explains she was trying to help her. "No, 
always hated me," Zhaan continues and there's more in this pronounless vein, from 
which | will spare you, because the most interesting part is how many times Zhaan 
hits Aeryn. Aeryn is not hurt and not disabled in any way, but she doesn't strike back. 
The angry, violent Peacekeeper does not raise one hand to defend herself against an 
irate, starving plant. On the floor after the last strike, Aeryn continues her attempts at 
reasoning with Zhaan. Unfortunately, Zhaan is buggier than an aphid and is now 
confusing Aeryn with the Peacekeepers who imprisoned her on Moya, as well as 
acting paranoid about Aeryn and Pilot plotting her death. Aeryn tries to get through to 
Zhaan by telling her that Zhaan's spores were hurting Moya. Zhaan at first bristles (or 
is that thistles?) that she would ever do anything to hurt Moya, but Aeryn appeals to 
Zhaan's mental strength, "For the sake of your goddess, think!" Zhaan can't think, 
she's all hopped up on herself. Aeryn snaps her fingers at Zhaan and says, "You are a 
Delvian Tenth Level Pa'u. You have trained your mind to control your thoughts, do it 
now!" Zhaan struggles with herself and finally gives in pleading weakly, "I can't...help 
me." "All right," Aeryn says and steps closer, putting her hands on Zhaan's shoulders. 
You get the idea that she's going to mind-meld with Zhaan a la Crichton, but Aeryn 
has had quite enough of trying to solve things the intellectual way, so she head-butts 
Zhaan into unconsciousness. Zhaan collapses on the floor in a poof of cottony spores. 
Aeryn wipes her nose and calls out to Pilot. "Yeeeees?" Pilot says in the most patient, 
long-suffering, and wary tone I've heard him use considering the circumstances. 
Aeryn wants the transport pod prepared. 
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Okay, this is now really starting to drag. Following at a discreet distance, Crichton 
shadows B'Sogg through the caverns. B'Sogg stops at one point to sniff the air before 
continuing. Ah, so that explains his double nose -- he's got a superior sense of smell. 
Of course, if he had only stood there half a second longer, he would have seen 
Crichton's floodlight coming around the corner. How subtle, Crichton. Crichton turns 
off his stupid-bright flashlight only when he hears the creak of a heavy metal door. Too 
late, because B'Sogg already knew Crichton was following him and specifically led 
him into a trap. Crichton finds the door, which is handily equipped with long ass spikes 
as a locking mechanism, and sees B'Sogg's stash of crystals. B’‘Sogg now makes his 
presence known -- he's standing way far back from the spiked door -- and says 
Crichton came to steal his crystals. They trade barbs until Crichton hears the keedva 
roaring in the distance. "What say we take this conversation elsewhere," Crichton 
suggests quickly. Nope. B'Sogg takes out a dog whistle and blows hard on it. 
Surprise! Surprise! It's the same high-pitched sound that usually drives the keedva off. 
Crichton realizes B'Sogg has been training the keedva for his own murderous 
purposes. The keedva slowly lumbers into the cavern next to B'Sogg and we can 
finally see the monster out of the shadows. It has the body of a gorilla and a face of a 
-- well, to put it in classic Jim Henson terms, the keedva is a cross between 
Labyrinth's Ludo and those biting things on sticks that were being used to tease Ludo. 
B'Sogg, who is clearly able to exert some sort of verbal control over the keedva, 
explains, "It's a primitive animal but intelligent in its own way. Over the years, we have 
developed a mutually beneficial relationship." Crichton says he doesn't need to hear 
about B'Sogg's personal life. The keedva plants his big, furry butt in front of Crichton 
and opens his maw loudly. Crichton tells the keedva, "You know, | should warn you, | 
don't taste too good." | think many would beg to differ. Or at least, they'd love to be 
given the chance to decide that for themselves. Chiana's voice echoes down the 
tunnels as she shouts his name. B'Sogg backs out, leaving Crichton and the keedva 
alone together. Crichton tries to reason with the keedva as one would a rabid dog, but 
it doesn't really get him anywhere. He throws something for the keedva to fetch and, 
like a dog, the keedva turns to fetch in the opposite direction. The keedva's eyes are 
so weird looking -- and oddly positioned right on top of his head -- that he might 
actually be blind. They look like they have skin growing over where eyeballs would be 
-- sort of like Dementors, but bulgier. Crichton shouts at the keedva to go in the other 
direction and when the keedva does, Crichton yells encouragingly, "Good boy!" 
Having none of that sort of condescending talk, the keedva backhands Crichton 
across the cave and then hustles over to salivate over him. "No more of that Captain 
Kirk chit-chat," Crichton says, thoroughly confusing me. | was sort of thinking of this 
episode as "Devil in the Dark" -- the one where Kirk and Spock are trapped in caves 
by a sentient silicone egg-laying sausage pizza -- and | don't remember Kirk really 
talking to it. Spock mind-melds with it, but they aren't too chatty. Was Kirk overly 
chatty with beasties on Star Trek? It 
was...alwaysHIS...constiPATED...deliverywithodd... STARTSandSTOPS that struck 
me. Maybe Crichton's thinking of all the times Kirk caused a computer to smoke and 
die just by yelling at it? 
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Crichton slams his foot between the keedva's legs and the keedva rears back and 
roars in pain. The keedva tosses Crichton around some more, so Crichton decides to 
play a dodge-and-weave game with it. He lures the keedva into position and then 
climbs up its front and vaults over it. The somersault was completely unnecessary and 
pure showoffiness. Crichton darts through the spiked door and slams it shut with the 
keedva on the other side. Slightly catching his breath, Crichton draws upon Luke 
fighting the rancor in Return of the Jedi and opens the spiked door only to slam it 
several times until he finally gets the poor keedva caught between a rock and a bunch 
of nasty spikes. With pathetic ROUS' whimpers, the keedva dies. Aw. 

B'Sogg creeps his way out of the caverns until he hears a singsong-y, "B'Sogg -- turn 
around!" It's Chiana. With a gun. And once again, Chiana is doing those weird body 
contortions that tend to bug me quite a bit. Her toes turned out in First Position, 
Chiana's taken quite a wide stance for one not in a MSP airport bathroom. If anyone 
ever exercised to -- or sat on the couch and just watched while aimlessly kicking legs 
halfheartedly -- Cindy Crawford's The Next Challenge, Chiana looks like she's about 
do launch into frog jumps. With hysteria creeping into her voice, she orders B'Sogg to 
drop his gun and kick it away. He does. She demands to know where Crichton is. 
B'Sogg feigns ignorance and then says with condescending surprise, "Chiana, you're 
a thief and a trelk, but you're not a killer." "I'm evolving as an individual," Chiana 
assures him. Heh. B'Sogg says he knows her and she won't shoot him in cold blood, 
"You can't do it." | swear to fucking god -- whenever a baddie says tauntingly, "You 
can't do it," it just goads the other person into being all, "Oh, yeah?! Watch me!" Just 
to prove them wrong. And make them dead. However, here, Chiana agrees that she 
can't shoot him in cold blood. She lowers her weapon but only to step sideways, raise 
it again, and scream, as she blasts open a pustule. The yellow acid spews all over 
B'Sogg's arm and we watch the skin drip off, exposing bone, blood, muscle, and what 
looks like the actor's actual hand. B'Sogg whimpers and screams as his flesh drops 
squealchily to the ground. "You biiitch! What did you do!" "Bitch" is a word in the UT? 
Chiana's look of exultation falters as she starts to look scared and wonder: what did 
she just do? She won't let B'Sogg see this, though, and she turns from the horror on 
the cave floor and walks dazedly away, wondering if evolution is always that messy. 
B'Sogg moans at her not to leave him there to suffer, but Chiana, though terrified by 
what she did, isn't terrified enough to give him the same mercy she showed his 
brother. 

-- Page 12 - 

Back on Moya, everyone feasts. Well, everyone else eats, while Zhaan -- her planter's 
warts receding -- feasts. She holds her empty plate up to Aeryn, who is standing at 
the prime rib carving station, and mews at her. Aeryn tells her it's her fourth plate. 
"More," Zhaan nudges like a baby. Aeryn piles more meat on Zhaan's plate and asks 
D'Argo if he wants more. Before answering, D'Argo looks around for Chiana. She's 
standing off by herself and looks back at him with terror. D'Argo passes on more food 
and walks off to join her. Zhaan mumbles how wonderful the food is. "Yeah," Crichton 
drawls, "Carolina-style keedva -- best barbecue this side of a budong." Oh, Crichton, | 
hate to argue with you but | don't think Zhaan would have waited the Carolina 
requisite fourteen hours of slow cooking. Let's just call it roast beast and be done, 
okay? He stands up heavily and undoes his belt. Zhaan thanks him for everything. 


"Pleasure," Crichton says, still drawling, "Y'all dig in now." He leaves. Probably to 
rustle up some Tums, drectly. Zhaan turns a timid face up to Aeryn, and they trade 
awkward looks. Aeryn tells her quietly that Pilot is very relieved Zhaan is recovering. 
Zhaan says, "Well, as much as | was suffering, your experience was also painful. | 
only made it more difficult for you." Not looking at her, Aeryn tells her she wasn't 
herself. "No, | was the mindless savage | accused you of being," Zhaan admits, "But it 
wasn't very pleasant reverting back to such a primitive, vicious state." Aeryn looks 
down at her. "I'm sorry for what | said," Zhaan says, gazing up at her. Aeryn just piles 
more meat on her plate, "Here, eat. Don't talk." Zhaan smiles. 

D'Argo walks into command where Chiana is doing frog squats again. She's gazing 
out the window as they pull away from the budong. D'Argo offers that she must be 
glad to be leaving. Chiana tells him he doesn't understand. "Understand what? Loss? 
| understand that," D'Argo says. Chiana shakes her head and says it's not a big thing 
and starts to walk away. D'Argo tells her he doesn't need to put on an act for him 
"D'Argo, | do what | do to survive," Chiana tells him. "Can't you just let go?" D'Argo 
asks. "I can't only let go when | feel safe," Chiana tells him. "You are safe," D'Argo 
says. "Am |?" Chiana wonders. D'Argo walks over and bends down to kiss Chiana. 
Just once. Just tenderly. It's not some ravaging kiss full of sweat and sheets. It's just a 
promise. D'Argo backs away, gives Chiana one last gentle look and walks out. Chiana 
turns back toward us and breathes hard. "Whoa," she pants but what she really 
means is: "D'Argo, you big stud. Take me to bed or lose me forever." 

Many, many thanks to the PHP Simple HTML DOM Parser | Speedy hosting by 
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Okay, after this one is over and done with, | think I'll finally start loving the eps again. 
So, the first time | watched this one in 2003, | was pretty confused. Having come 
fashionably late to the Farscape party, | started watching when they were being re-run 
on Sci-Fi, and | definitely wasn't following how "Dream a Little Dream" was slated for a 
season-opener. And you know? Thank god, it wasn't because | never would have 
watched the second episode. There are some nice moments in this ep -- for Rygel, 
mostly -- and it does explain Zhaan's catatonic state, which annoyed the fuck out of 
me in the actual season opener. | think this was because | was so excited that the 
whole crew was back together, all safe and whole, but instead of sharing my dance of 
joy, Zhaan was off...Zhanning out. | had no idea it was because of what she went 
through in this episode. 

Crichton watches as Moya starbursts away, leaving him and D'Argo hanging out in 
space. Peering through a breath-fogged visor, Crichton looks over at D'Argo's 
unconscious face. The two of them float, joined by hands, alone. Crichton calls out to 
Aeryn, who is with them only via comm link. In her prowler, she still can't get to them. 
"It doesn't matter," Crichton murmurs, "D'Argo's unconscious." Aeryn gets buzzed by 
Peacekeepers. She can't escape. She screams, hysterically, "Nooo!" as her prowler 
explodes. (First dream clue: Aeryn wouldn't scream "Nooo!" hysterically.) Crichton 
(who would scream hysterically) yells, "AAAAEEEERYYYYYNl" A tiny crack appears 


in his visor. And another. A tiny hole is blown, venting a tiny stream of oxygen. 
Crichton bellows the last of his air as his face is sucked inward into a desiccated 
death mask. His lips pull back, exposing several (?) rows of destroyed teeth, his 
eyeballs bulge out and open, and his tongue lolls out, grotesquely elongated by 
strangulation. Effective and horrid. 

In a Moyan transport pod, Zhaan rears awake from her guilt-ridden dreams. Crichton 
-- beautiful, non-desiccated Crichton -- is there poking around in the pod's guts. He 
jumps at Zhaan's shouts and chides, "DAMN! Zhaan! That is where heart attacks 
come from!" Zhaan gasps that her circuitry organ doesn't seize up. "Mine does," 
Crichton points out. Zhaan apologizes and says no matter how much she meditates, 
she can't stop dreaming about all the bad things that could have happened to 
Crichton, D'Argo, and Aeryn. Since the two of them are stuck waiting for Moya to 
come pick them up, Crichton coaxes Zhaan to talk about her bad dreams. (But not 
after first attempting to lullaby her back to sleep with "Dream a Little Dream," aw.) 
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Zhaan drops heavily down next to Crichton, and says they searched for the three of 
them for twenty days, and the last world they searched was Litigara. The name of a 
lawyer planet is Litigara? They're about as subtle as Tolkein and J.K. Rowling with 
their proper nouns, aren't they? Crichton allows Zhaan to gather her thoughts and 
courage, before carefully asking her what happened on Litigara. A few more quiet 
prods, and Zhaan finally opens up. She wants Crichton to understand, Moya was 
anxious to leave Litigara's orbit to search for Talyn. So, in her search, Zhaan was 
getting desperate. 

Flashback. 

Zhaan desperately asks a bartender -- whose pearly alien make up and thick, velvety 
black overalls indicate that he spends his days as a mime and his nights sweating the 
makeup off in his bar -- if he's sure he hasn't seen D'Argo, Crichton, and Aeryn. She 
grips his sweater insistently. He removes her hand and says pointedly, "I'm sure." A 
bunch of folks in black body condoms, who look as desperate as Sean Young to play 
Catwoman, listen with obvious interest to this exchange and watch Zhaan drape 
herself at a table where a drunk Rygel slurs all over her. Zhaan is very close to 
completely losing her shit, and to piss Zhaan off even more, Chiana can't keep her 
fists in her pants and rumbles loudly with other Litigarans. Okay, scratch the 
Catwoman image. The Litigarans are wearing wet suits, which basically makes them a 
surfer culture who took a decidedly different interpretation of "hang loose." Something 
Zhaan is about to find out. 

The trio hits the streets of Litigara, and | have to wonder: why does every sinister, 
never-having-light, alien city feel the need to model themselves after Blade Runner? 
Let's get some new alien city planners, people! Zhaan pleads with Pilot to give them 
more time to find the others, but Pilot and Moya are obdurate: it's time to find Talyn. 
Now. Zhaan exhaustedly gives in and then deals with Rygel and Chiana's resulting 
protests by tearfully accusing them of being useless in the search. Unaware that she's 
being followed by one of the Litigarans from the bar, Zhaan charges off alone. 
However, she's stopped by a yelling crosswalk ordering her not to walk. The skulking 
Litigaran grins evilly and pushes an evil button. The crosswalk tells Zhaan she can 
now cross, so she does and nearly gets run down by one of the few vehicles not 


cruising above street level. A few beefy cops yank Zhaan to her feet and toss off 
Chiana, who was attempting to help Zhaan up. The cops drag Zhaan off to jail for 
jaywalking. 
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Jail. Since Zhaan is now dealing with her unfortunate incarceration, Chiana has to 
deal with Pilot and Moya. Much less gentle and breakdown-y than Zhaan, Chiana tells 
Pilot that Moya's going to have to chill the fuck out for now, before turning back to 
Zhaan. Chiana and Zhaan's cell confab is interrupted by Zhaan's public defender 
arriving on the scene and speedily extrapolating what Zhaan's sentence for jaywalking 
would be: "You're an offworlder, didn't know the laws. Good judge in a good mood, I'd 
say expect the minimum sentence: ten solar days and you're on your way home." 
Zhaan starts to wilt with despondence as Chiana explains to Dersh (yes, that's his 
name, and no, | don't know if his last name is "owitz." Or "anvil.") that they can't stay 
there for ten days. However, Dersh is already on whatever passes for a phone in 
Litigara saying, "Talk to me" to someone else. Yes, Virginia, even outer space has 
those kinds of pricks. Chiana wants another lawyer, and Dersh gestures around for 
her to take her pick because 90% of their planet are lawyers. Talk about living in the 
most opinionated zip code. Man, 02138 has nothing on them! Dersh will see them in 
court tomorrow. Zhaan mumbles that she needs her lawyer to listen to her. He can't 
hear her, and cheerfully (but obnoxiously) barks at her to speak up. Enraged, Zhaan 
grabs her Dersh's throat and tries to pull him through the bars of her cell. Cops surge 
in and cattle prod Zhaan into submission. Dersh gasps on the floor that he's okay, 
Zhaan bugs her eyes at him. "I don't know what's wrong with me," Zhaan tells Chiana 
tremulously. 

In the office of Plotting, Scheming, and Conspiracy, Esqs., some guy named Roman is 
on the phone with a nervous-sounding guy, who is complaining that it's not a good 
night for him. Roman tells him to shut up because they have the "perfect subject" and 
the plan will be carried out and hangs up. Just in case we didn't already know who 
their "perfect subject" is, Roman fires up a projected image of Zhaan in her cell. 
Roman tells the crosswalk tinkering Litigaran -- who, judging by her shiny, shiny suit, 
clearly gets her fashion inspiration when eating Jiffy-Pop -- that she's done well. 
Jiffy-Pop smugs out of the office. 

Zhaan paces in her cell and hallucinates that Aeryn, D'Argo, and Crichton have come 
to her rescue. Her whimpering, "I need you here to rescue me," is very telling. 
Whenever rescuing needed to be done, one or all of those three did it. It's now time 
for Rygel and Chiana to step up. As the hallucination fades, Zhaan collapses into 
tears. A Crichton vision comes and sits with her, explaining that she has to accept that 
he, Aeryn, and D'Argo are dead. As Zhaan clings to his arm, the Crichton vision sits 
there with a simpering, bland, unconcerned smile on his face. After Crichtonvision 
leaves Zhaan to her misery, Jiffy-Pop pays her a visit and tempts her to escape by 
melting a cell bar and giving her a map out of the city. Zhaan briefly wonders why 
Jiffy-Pop is helping her before accepting the map and escaping. 
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In the streets, Zhaan finds Chiana and Rygel (good!) but trips over a dead body 
(bad!). Convenient cops rush to arrest her, but Zhaan resists this time. The map has 
already burned up in her hands. Ah, self-destructing evidence, only a lawyer planet 


could dream that one up. The guy Roman was talking to earlier watches as Zhaan is 
once again subdued by cattle prods. He announces she's under arrest for murder. 
Back in her cell and back with her original lawyer, Zhaan insists she was set up and 
did not murder the individual known as Wesley Kenn, who is, I'll have you know, a 
"rising young equal rights advocate for the Utilities." The "Utilities" are what they call 
the poor un-argumentative sods that make up the other 10% of Litigara's pop. They 
are the bartenders, the cooks, the barristas. They are as blue as blue collar comes. 
Zhaan stands accused of crushing Kenn's neck with her bare hands -- something she 
already tried to do to Dersh. In Litigaran society, those blue collars are beholden to the 
lawyer class. In San Francisco, we have the reverse effect. See, those bartenders, 
those cooks, those barristas, well, they stand between the white Arrows, Gladstones, 
and Etons and their hand-crafted cocktails, their home-schooled potatoes, and their 
$20,000 cups of H.G. Wellsian coffee. It does my light blue heart good to see the 
hand-tailored shirts panting at the bar, desperately trying to get love and liquor from a 
thoroughly aware yet unrushed ‘tender. 

Dersh ruefully exposits that Kenn was a "troublemaker," and not too many are sad to 
see the end of his radical, equality-seeking ways. Chiana doesn't care about local 
politics and wants to know what can be done for Zhaan. Not much, she's due to be 
executed in three days. Her only defense is her own testimony. "You're her lawyer -- 
you know, make something up!" Chiana insists. Dersh explains that if he defends a 
case he even suspects is false, he'll be executed as well. Confusingly, he makes to 
leave, saying, "I'll see you in court!" So, it's already known that she's gallows fodder, 
but they still try the case? Waste of taxpayers' money, and also very Deep Space 
Nine's "Tribunal"-y. 

As heart-thrilling, "we're so proud of our legal system because that's all we are" music 
plays, Zhaan is led to a standing prisoner's dock. Rygel sums it all up for us, "This is a 
very ass-backwards world." He goes on, derisively, "They don't have monarchs or 
political parties, they have ruling law firms." Rygel's been doing his homework and 
explains the that law firm currently in power is known as "Rhuman, 
Willian...something." Oh, so Rhuman, not "Roman." Whatev. I'm sure they meant us to 
hear "Roman" because of the jackholery of Roman law. Rygel goes on that Rnuman's 
first name is Ja. "Ja Rhuman" is the name of a senior partner at a ruling law firm? 
Yeah, there's no way I'm not calling him Ja Rule from here on out, sorry. Rygel points 
out Ja Rule sitting on a ledge above them and a line of jurors. A woman in a black and 
red robe bangs the court to order with a silver saltshaker. Why doesn't anyone use 
regular hammer gavels any more? Are they dangerous? Do the heads keep flying off 
and killing people, or something? Are there no good gavel makers to ensure the 
safety of our courtrooms, board of supervisor meetings, or He-Man Women-Haters 
clubs anymore? Apparently, a hammer gavel from these people recently appeared on 
Regis and Kelly. Must be pretty special. | wonder if Kelly insulted the entire gaveling 
community when she said she didn't know where the handle had been. Between the 
Klingons and these folks, I'm quite nostalgic for the old ways. | think I'm going to start 
a Facebook group called "Bring Back the Hammer Gavels" or "Where Have All the 
Hammer Gavels Gone?" or "Desperately Seeking Hammer Gavels." 
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While I'm on the procrastination train and doing everything | can not to go on with this 
episode, | want to take some time to analyze Judge Joody's homage to the black and 
the red. Basically, it's the progeny of a Harvard doctoral candidate's robes and those 
of Cardinal Wolsey, complete with lavish fat gold chain. Her hat, however, is a 
completely different story. | mean, am | just really hungry or did someone stick a 
gigantic Peppermint Joe-Joe on her head? Follow-up thought: string some Smarties 
off of her and she could be that chick from Singles who dressed up as The Pill for a 
SafeSex party. 

As though invoking a prayer -- heads bowed and everything -- Judge Joody intones, 
"We convene in the name of that which is most holy: the supreme law of the land." 
She flares her hand at them, "Amet." Get it? They worship law? | don't know what to 
do with that "Amet," though. Doesn't sound remotely religious. OH WAIT IT DOES. 
Judge Joody reminds us of the charges against Zhaan and then starts to deliver her 
sentence. Zhaan interrupts her with a plea about her innocence. "Are you entering a 
plea of not guilty?" Judge Joody wonders. "| am guilty of so many evils your honor but 
--" Zhaan, this is NOT the time to get philosophical about all your issues, okay? You 
tell these law-worshipping folks that you are "guilty of so many evils," and by 
Ginsburg, they will convict you of all of those as well. So, please, just shut up! Zhaan 
insists she's innocent in this particular matter, something, her lawyer loudly 
announces, that she hasn't discussed with him. Dersh then gives up his 
representation of Zhaan, so Judge Joody explains that without a lawyer, Zhaan's plea 
cannot be entered. "Unless..." Judge Joody says, pointing the way to the loophole, 
"there is someone else who would be willing advocate the defendant's cause?" | sort 
of hoped for a Trading Places moment here when Billy Ray calls out for a lawyer, but 
alas, the lawyers in this room are all stony-faced and silent. Judge Joody says she 
has no choice but to proceed with declaring Zhaan guilty. She bangs her saltshaker. 
Chiana and Rygel give a holler. Chiana runs up to Zhaan's dock and says it's all dren 
and that she can't let Zhaan be condemned. Zhaan hisses at her to stop it and orders 
her back to Moya. Chiana looks at Zhaan and then back at Rygel and says, "Our offer 
stands, your honor." They will be Zhaan's lawyers. Judge Joody bangs her saltshaker 
and makes it so. Initial sentencing over, Zhaan is taken back to her cell. 
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Gathered in Zhaan's cell, Chiana attempts to go through hefty law tomes to help them 
build their case. She causally lets it drop to Rygel that if they are found lying on 
Zhaan's behalf, they'll also be executed. Enraged and panicked, Rygel growls, "How 
could you never tell me that?! | thought we might even pull this off, but you and me not 
lying? Are you mad?!" Hee. Seriously, of all the crewmembers, the two biggest liars 
have to testify on pain of death to tell the whole truth and nothing but the truth? 
Chiana ends all discussion of the matter by announcing that they are all in this 
together. 

In the same bar from the opening, Chiana and Rygel attempt to study. Chiana sees a 
Utility get maltreated by some esquires and asks the bartender if he and his fellow 
Utilities get a lot of that. "They're lawyers," the bartender grits out, "It's their right." 
Utilities, explains, have no rights, that's why the murdered Kenn was fighting for him 
and his comrades. Chiana swears her friend didn't murder their advocate. The 
bartender seems to already know this and points out, "But can you prove it under our 


law?" Chiana bitches about the complexity of Litigaran law, prompting the bartender to 
covertly slide over a book. It's the basis for all the Litigaran laws before they got all 
messy and red tape-ified. How did it get so complicated? Well, more and more people 
wanted to become lawyers, so the law had to get more and more complex to justify 
their existence. Bartender taps The Axiom and tells Chiana it's the only book they 
need. 

Back at the pokey, Zhaan is visited by the Vision of Aeryn past. While Crichton's 
manifestation told Zhaan she needed to accept the present situation and soldier on 
without them, Aerynvision's here to represent Zhaan's feelings of guilt and regret for 
leaving the three of them behind. There's a lot of, "Why did you leave us, Zhaan?" and 
"You could have waited," and after Zhaan pleads and explains and justifies, the vision 
dematerializes in tiny dots. 

Back in court, Zhaan insists that the trial can't be allowed to continue. She admits to 
her guilt and says she killed the guy in the alley. In a whispered confab with desperate 
Chiana and contemplative Rygel, Zhaan says she refuses to be responsible for any 
more of their deaths. Rygel points out that they haven't lied yet, adding, "Of course, 
the trial's only been on for a few microts." Hee. Judge Joody pounds her saltshaker 
and starts to say, "In light of a full confession..." But Rygel interrupts to point out that 
yesterday they wouldn't accept Zhaan's plea without her lawyer's say-so. Well, as her 
lawyers, they don't give their say-so in this case either. Zhaan blathers on about 
crushing Kenn's throat and Ja Rule smiles. Chiana wants Zhaan gagged for her own 
protection. Zhaan melts down. A cop -- | guess it's a bailiff -- drags Zhaan around and 
there's a sound of ripping tape. When Zhaan turns around again, there's a metal mesh 
patch covering her lips. It looks like the mesh that covers speakers, so I'll bet she 
could still speak through that, even at elevated volumes. 
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Let's bring out our witnesses. A forensic expert gets up and spouts about the time and 
cause of death, after which Rygel belligerently tries to cast doubt on his expertise by 
quibbling with the time of death. Chiana rips the microphone out of his hand and 
hisses, "You cannot lie." Rygel changes tacks, "Actually, my question goes to the 
cause of death -- would it shock you know that we have experts of our own [he's 
gathering steam now, and his voice gets louder] who are PREPARED TO TESTIFY --" 
Chiana clocks Rygel across the head. Rygel pauses to consider and finally says 
disappointedly, "Uh, no questions, your honor." | think Rygel as lawyer is the best part 
of this episode. Question: if the forensics dude is not a lawyer, does that make him a 
Utility? 

Next, a Utility (?) prison guard testifies about how desperate Zhaan was to get out of 
prison. Well, that's just great. So, when a prisoner isn't desperate to escape from an 
alien prison to rejoin her friends and leave an alien planet, the prisoner would be less 
suspicious? Rygel slurs out an objection, but Chiana fields this one and asks the 
guard how Zhaan managed to escape while she was on duty. The guard explains 
there was a shift changeover. And then Rygel farts, so when Chiana's next pointed 
question comes out, her heliumed voice is robbed of all seriousness, and she 
completely loses her train of thought. She carps at Rygel for his ill-timed gassiness. 
Up in the Ja Rule gallery, Jiffy-Pop smiles serenely and smoothes down her Mylar 
suit. Rygel heliums back that he's nervous, "We're in court, so sue me." 


Next, a cop testifies about getting to the scene of the crime after getting reports of 
Zhaan running around the city acting crazy. Okay, makeup query here: this guy is 
patting his face as he talks (as if he's sweating) and now most of his face has lost that 
pearly white sheen that makes the bartender a mime. Is it that they sweat the white? 
Because Ja Rule and Jiffy-Pop -- the most composed of everyone -- are definitely 
whitened. The cop goes on that he and his posse ran to a place where they "hoped" 
to intercept Zhaan and guess what? They found her! Standing over a dead body. A 
light starts to grow in Chiana's brain. 

In the bar, which, on this planet is probably called "The Bar" (because: lawyers), 
Chiana's comming Pilot to ask for more time. Pilot says imperiously that Moya will 
give them until one more revolution of the planet. After that they're outta there with no 
promises to return. You know, | realize that Moya's in mommy mode here, but given 
how well the crew has taken care of her -- okay, well, they were the ones who got her 
pregnant, too -- and her needs, I'd hope she'd sort of not want Zhaan to be unjustly 
executed just because she's being impatient. I'm a bit irritated with both her and Pilot 
right now. Chiana responds that by that time tomorrow night, they'll either have Zhaan 
or they'll return to Moya without her. Pilot has the grace to look sad. | wonder if The 
Bar puts up signs around town that say, "Don't pass The Bar!" or "You've passed The 
Bar, come have a drink and a chocolate tort on us!" 
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Chiana watches Zhaan's arresting cop drink and bitches how he'll get promoted for 
this collar. Rygel wonders what's wrong with the cop's face. Okay, good, answers 
finally. "He's got blue eyes," the bartender non-explains. So? "There was a dual full 
moon the other night," bartender still non-explains. "Really?" Chiana says, catching 
on. "Litigarans with blue eyes usually stay inside," the bartender finally explains. 
"That's what burned his face," Chiana exposits for us. So, he got...moonburn? Okay, 
fine. Chiana thinks this cop might know a thing or two that might be worth their 
knowing as well, so she trots off to make a new friend. The bartender smiles. "I'm 
going to end up defending them both," Rygel grumbles. Chiana stands with her usual 
spread-leg seductiveness in front of the cop, who isn't that impressed. He isn't going 
to help her with her case. Chiana plays up that's not why she's there, besides he's 
already testified and they're going to enter a guilty plea the next day. 

Rygel talks to the bartender about a concept mentioned in The Axiom called "The 
Light of Truth." Apparently, back in the day, the Litigarans believed that when a 
burning torch was held up to someone testifying, it would burn brighter if they were 
guilty. Rygel muses that he doesn't need to know if someone is lying, he just needs 
something that will let him lie. Okay, but he can actually lie, right? There's no burning 
torch in the court -- nothing to prove they're lying? Meanwhile, Chiana's getting on 
very well with her cop. She's on his lap now. Rygel looks over and mutters, 
"Blue-eyed, red-faced, sack of --" Something strikes him. He shoves over a 
photograph in a plastic evidence baggie and asks the bartender if that's the murdered 
guy. The bartender picks up the baggie and nods, choking back emotion. 

Back in court, Chiana's nursing a hangover. Rygel nudges her and says he needs her 
awake since Zhaan's "off in some happy place." Chiana rasps that she already told 
him everything the cop told her and no one will notice if her head's on the table. Rygel 
plunks down some Nashtin cleansing pills for her to take at specific intervals. 


Court is back in session, and Chiana jumps around, speed talks, and generally has a 
Jessie Spano caffeine pill freakout. Rygel finally groans and asks to have a word with 
Chiana. Chiana giggles over to her co-counsel and hops on the table. Rygel confirms 
that Chiana took all three cleansing pills at once, and he takes over the questioning. 
He gets the forensics expert to confirm that there was a dual full moon on the night of 
the murder and also that certain Litigarans don't go out those nights because of the 
painful moonburn. Apparently, this planet doesn't stock MPF-45 at their corner 
Lawgreens. 
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Back to questioning the cop, Chiana skips up to the stand and notes his purpled 
complexion. He admits he got it the night of the murder. Chiana notes that while he 
got burned, the victim -- also blue-eyed -- didn't. Chiana also brings up the fact that 
the cop worked as a security guard in the private sector for Ja Rule's law firm -- 
something she learned last night. Ja Rule looks uncomfortable as the usual muted 
hubbub following such a courtroom exposure ensues. 

Chiana pleads with Pilot to keep Moya in orbit. However, Moya is not even listening to 
Pilot any more. "Moya is LEAVING!" Pilot finally frowns. Frustrated, Chiana dashes off 
and gets caught in a forcefield. She calls for Pilot, but Jiffy-Pop shows up instead, 
holding a beeping remote and looking sinister. 

Chiana is now seated in Ja Rule's office. Ja Rule compliments Chiana's showing in 
court and adds, "It's not a lawyer's way to be long-winded, so let's get right to the 
point." Not a lawyer's way to be -- oh, where is that liar, liar pants on fire torch now?! 
Jiffy-Pop announces that Chiana and Rygel will not win their case and Zhaan will be 
executed. "Frell you," Chiana invites. Ja Rule explains that Chiana and Rygel will stop 
calling witnesses and will not continue their present line of questioning. If they do, they 
will also be brought up on false charges. Ja Rule goes on that Utilities don't need any 
more rights than they already have. "They need to work harder," Jiffy-Pop sneers. Ja 
Rule says Chiana needs to be concerned with her own life, not Utilities. Jiffy-Pop rips 
off Chiana's comm button and plunks it in a pitcher of whisky. Ja Rule says if Chiana 
does as he says, he'll make sure she and Rygel get back to their ship, "Trust me. I'm 
a lawyer." 

Trussed up in a long straightjacket, Zhaan listens to the Vision of D'Argo give her 
encouragement, reminding her how she survived and flourished under very similar 
circumstances. Zhaan agrees that she did, but that's when she was spiritual and now 
she's not. D'Argovision tells her she hasn't abandoned her Seek and then explains 
that the three visions can't help her any longer. She has to confront her demons 
alone. Zhaan doesn't know if she has the strength. D'Argovision tells her she's the 
strongest individual he's ever known and then he kisses her. That's interesting. So, 
Crichton represented acceptance; Aeryn, guilt; and D'Argo, religion. | think it's 
interesting that her most combative relationship represents the most negative visions. 
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The next morning, Zhaan is chanting to herself and not responding to Rygel. Briefly 
explaining her kidnapping, Chiana grabs Rygel's comm and tries to get Pilot back on 
the line. All that comes back is static for a bit, but then Pilot calmly says, "| am here, 
Chiana. Moya chosen to give you a little more time." In tears, Chiana thanks him. But 
it wasn't Pilot's doing. Moya heard the whole conversation with Ja Rule and Jiffy-Pop 


because Chiana's comm was still off the hook when she was kidnapped. However, 
Pilot and Moya need to know if staying around means Rygel and Chiana will be able 
to save Zhaan. Rygel draws himself up thoughtfully and says he thinks he has a way, 
"It's chancy and will require lashings of deception and trickery." Chiana smiles, 
relieved, "Finally, you and | get to play to our strengths!" Yeah, but never forget that 
you were still doing fairly well without them. 

In the courtroom, Chiana says they have one more witness to call: Ja Rule. Sworn in 
and on The Axiom, Ja Rule submits to Chiana's questions, which are all about how 
lying in court is very, very bad. Rygel zooms up and supposes that if he were to ask 
Ja Rule about Kenn's death, his response would be what? "That | Know no more 
about the unfortunate and untimely death than any other ordinary citizen, namely that 
your plant did it," Ja Rule sighs, thoroughly bored. Chiana slams down a wooden 
chair, splintering it to pieces. Talk about courtroom dramatics. Chiana brandishes a 
piece of wood and agrees that anywhere else, it's just wood, but here, in this 
courtroom, the wood can tell fact from fiction. Chiana raises the piece of chair and 
announces, "The defense designates this the Light of Truth." Ja Rule blusters that the 
Light of Truth is a parable, and Rygel argues back that The Axiom would disagree. Ja 
Rule appeals to Judge Joody that the piece of chair is just ordinary wood. "Well, the 
Light of Truth is ordinary wood," Chiana points out, "Only when it is near a witness 
under oath --" "-- does it react with special properties," Rygel finishes. Judge Joody 
will allow it but warns them against mocking Litigaran law. 

Chiana ignites the wood and holds it up. It doesn't so much burn conventionally as it 
does appear as though the glowing part is actually a square light bulb. Rygel and 
Chiana proceed with their line of questioning, confirming that Ja Rule's law firm stood 
to benefit from Kenn's death and that getting an offworlder to take the fall would be 
mighty convenient. Ja Rule protects himself by answering with "speaking 
hypothetically" and "it doesn't necessarily follow." Rygel reminds everyone that the 
cop got moonburn, but the victim didn't. Chiana goes on that maybe Kenn was 
murdered elsewhere and dragged to the alley where Zhaan was sure to be. "Speaking 
hypothetically, yes," Ja Rule says. "Are you speaking hypothetically?" Chiana asks. 
"Now, Pilot!" Rygel whispers. "Yes, of course I'm speaking hypothetically!" Ja Rule 
says impatiently. Pilot pushes some buttons and Moya sends a beam of light to the 
planet. The stick explodes with light. Judge Joody leans forward. Ja Rule next denies 
sending Jiffy-Pop to help Zhaan escape. More liar, liar burning bright action. With 
each denial of the plan and action of the murder, the stick glows even more bright until 
Pilot shouts "Maximizing!" and the wood burns with the heat of a thousand dual full 
moons! Ja Rule gulps and quietly wets his pants. Rygel delivers his closing statement, 
"Your honor, are you going to believe the protestations of an obviously guilty man or 
the very symbol of your law, your world, YOUR TRUTH?!" Judge Joody considers this 
a bare second before nodding regally, ordering the arrest of Ja Rule and dropping all 
charges against Zhaan. 
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Back on the transport pod with Crichton, Zhaan admits she doesn't know what 
happened to Ja Rule in the end, all she knows is she was exonerated. They left 
immediately and soon found Crichton, D'Argo, and Aeryn. "But you still have 
nightmares," Crichton concludes quietly. Zhaan nods -- she can't purge the fear. "I 


live, Zhaan," Crichton reminds her and drops an affection finger on her nose, "Touch 
as proof." Zhaan knows, but the whole ordeal just proved that her spirituality is 
lacking. Crichton points out that it made her return to the Seek, so isn't that good? 
"Even though my studies fail to benefit the rest of them?" Zhaan asks. "Now who says 
that?" Crichton demands. "Well, at various times: D'Argo, Rygel, and Aeryn," Zhaan 
lists. Note that Chiana isn't among the listed. "Screw 'em, Zhanny," Crichton advises, 
"You're a tenth level Pa'u. You get to eleven, we get a TV ministry." Zhaan considers 
this but shakes her head, "If | may be honest, John, most of the time | have no idea 
what you're saying.” "Neither to do I," Crichton assures her. At that moment, Rygel 
phones them up, and Crichton yells back that they are dead in space. Rygel wants to 
know how they could screw up a "“frell-proof transport pod." "I don't know," Crichton 
puzzles sarcastically, "Thought maybe you could tell me. Something to do with a stash 
of keedva barbecue in the NAV LINKAGE?!" Zhaan chuckles. Aeryn's drawling voice 
comes through, "What would you really expect from Rygel?" Crichton softly says, 
"Aeryn, it's nice to hear your voice." "Likewise," Aeryn returns warmly. Man, these two 
have chemistry even through a com link. Talk about phone sex! Aeryn says they'll be 
picking them up in fifteen minutes. "Can't wait to see you," Crichton says, hanging up. 
He gently asks Zhaan if she's okay. "I think so," she says, putting her head on his 
shoulder, "I thank you for your compassion." "And | thank you for yours," Crichton 
gently reminds her and lays his head against hers. Galactic "AW!" 
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Crichton and Aeryn are squished together in the Farscapea™s cockpit. And if you had 
to sum up this three-parter in one word, "cockpit" is probably it. Aeryn gives Crichton 
some piloting tips, and he points out that his ship isn't built for "hairpin maneuvers." 
But he is, as we'll see in a moment. Although, technically, the hair bit and the pinning 
bit are two separate maneuvers. Aeryn asks if he'd like to learn something and grabs 
his left hand and plants it firmly around the stick. And | haven't even gotten to the dirty 
stuff yet. She goes on, "Or are you content to continually display your ineptitude?" He 
huffs that she must mean his "improvisation" but then he interrupts himself, saying 
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry -- but what is that smell?" He leans even closer in and nuzzles 
Aeryn's un-pony-tailed hair before muttering, "It's your hair. It smells." Aeryn looks 
bemused and coolly says, "Zhaan gave me something." He keeps his face pressed 
into her mane as he says that he likes it. Aeryn allows herself to smile but displays 
superhuman fortitude by not immediately swooning. Instead, she turns her head and 
tells him that it's not for him to like. He says, "Oh. Then what's it for?" and their noses 
don't quite bump as Aeryn duhs, "For me to like." Crichton faux-innocently asks, "You 
don't like...that | like it?" and raises a hand to brush her arm. She warns him, 
"Personal indulgences can fracture a small crew." Crichton looks at her through 
lowered lids and whispers, "I would never tell them...that you scented your hair." And 
then they kiss! And then they kiss more! And then Aeryn suddenly twists away, throws 
open the cockpit hatch, and bolts. Damn it! 


Crichton chases Aeryn across the landing bay while she declares, "No, no! | will not 
be a slave to your hormones!" Chiana's at a table in the corner, presumably working 
on a voyeurismotron. Crichton snaps, "My hormones? Hey, | was lips; you were 
tongue!" And then everything gets good again as Aeryn turns to slug Crichton. He 
blocks her arm, and pins her up against a bulkhead. A lot of my favorite moments on 
this show seem to involve him pinning girls up against bulkheads. That's not wrong, is 
it? He presses against her and urgently asks, "Why did you do your hair?" Which is 
funny. Aeryn confesses, "To see if you'd notice." He releases her at that and moves 
back so he's just leaning on his outstretched arms as he replies, "Standing. At. 
Attention." I'm sure she's already aware of that. Aeryn retreats to stoicism: "I'll let 
Zhaan know that you find her oils pleasing." Crichton says, "It's you | find pleasing." At 
that, Aeryn ducks under his arm and marches off. 
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Chiana asks if Crichton wants some advice. He doesn't. Chiana coos, "Makes me 
want to give it to you even more." So say we all. While Crichton leans over to fiddle 
with the ship's controls, she lectures, "There's too much pressure. She's scared of the 
future. So why not just live in the moment?" Crichton isn't impressed with the 
greeting-card advice, so Chiana decides to show him what she means by "pressure." 
She mimics the Crichton maneuver, leaning against the Farscape with her arms and 
grinding her hips against him, and says, "Go fast with the body, slow with the soul." 
And after slowly humping him for a second, she adds, "Maybe you should find 
someone like that." Oh my. Pilot stops the madness by calling for Crichton and Chiana 
to join everyone in Command. 

Command. D'Argo asks why they've stopped. Pilot quickly sums up the phlebotinum: 
they're being targeted by automated Peacekeeper weapons, and trying to Starburst 
will make Moya go boom. Everyone turns to gaze at the big triangular satellites 
swishing by outside. If the Borg had favored pyramids instead of cubes, this is what 
they'd have come up with. Pilot adds that there's no sign of a fleet, so there must be a 
Peacekeeper settlement in a nearby system. Chiana gasps, "We gotta do something!" 
Zhaan starts praying. "Something useful," Chiana amends. Heh. Pilot, who's awfully 
patient with their interruptions, finally manages to mention that someone in a nearby 
system is signaling them. Rygel says, "Run, fight, surrender -- pick one!" As we get a 
closer shot of one of the Luxor-gone-evil weapons, Pilot says thatWoyachooses 
surrender: "Resistance by her means death." 

Credits. So | watched part of the first season of Farscape, then lost track of it because 
that's when it was on in the afternoons. | started watching again mid-season 2 
because a friend was into it. So | tuned in halfway through "Out of Their Minds," 
which, let me tell you, is an even more surreal experience when you've missed the 
first two acts. So | watched the next couple, and then this three-parter happened. | 
didn't know who Scorpius or Scarrans were; | barely knew who Chiana was. It didn't 
matter. | love how every character has their own agenda, and how happily ridiculous 
the entire thing is. Granted, this first part is all talky set-up, but once in a while that's 
okay. Especially with a teaser like that. 

Still in Command, Rygel insists that he's the best negotiator on-board. Crichton claps 
a hand over Rygel's mouth to shut him up. Hands on the puppet! It seems that, during 
the credits, a giant floaty head appeared in Command. | imagine that was a bit 


disconcerting. The head belongs to Tyno, a high muckity-muck from the system 
they've wandered into. Aeryn and Zhaan assure Tyno that they're peaceful. Yeah, until 
you cross them. Tyno scans Moya, confirms that the ship isn't armed, and says that 
they're free to go. Chiana gripes, "That was a productive four arns," and huffs off. 
D'argo asks if they can do a little shopping in the system before they move on. Tyro 
nixes that, saying that it's "coronation time." At that, Rygel chomps on Crichton's hand 
and escapes while Crichton sucks on his injured digit. Rygel hovers into the floaty 
head's view, asking, "Would you turn away royalty bearing gifts for your new 
sovereign?" Tyno hmphs, "Escaped prisoners bearing gifts?" Wow, so they spent four 
hours telling Tyno their life stories, | guess. Come to think of it, it's impressive that 
Crichton managed to keep Rygel quiet for that long. Making up for lost time, Rygel 
booms, "Your hatred of the Peacekeepers can never approach ours. Fate has 
conspired to forge this alliance." Tyno says that they can land but warns them against 
bringing any weapons to the planet. He fades out, and Rygel plays "I told ya so," with 
Crichton. 
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Crichton tries to confront Aeryn in the corridor, but she dodges and silently continues 
on her way. He wants to talk. Aeryn moans, "I want to talk /ess." Crichton points out, 
"We tried that. It leads to kissing." She groans and wheels, and he quickly says it was 
a joke "to relieve the tension." Aeryn says she wants some space. He snaps, "Fine, 
have the whole universe," and stomps on. While Aeryn lurks in the background, 
Crichton decides that he's still got to make up some ground if he's going to match 
Aeryn in the "behave like a bratty teenager" competition they've got going. Seriously, 
does being in space for a while make everyone regress this way? He calls out for 
Chiana. Off-screen, we hear Chiana gasp, "...yes," in a, shall we say, distracted way. 
Crichton obliviously asks if she'd like to come along with him to check out the planet. 
He turns to peer at Aeryn, who laughs, and Chiana moans, "Yeah," again. Aeryn 
sniffs, "That's good," and walks away. Crichton asks Chiana if he can come in, and 
before getting an answer he enters the room. Where, of course, Chiana and D'Argo 
are having a close encounter. Chiana gasps shrilly while D'Argo yodels and waves 
Crichton away. Crichton quickly ducks out of the room and gasps, "Bad timing! Good 
time -- uh, sorry, wrong time!" 

Landing bay. D'Argo confides in Crichton: "My life has been one crushing 
disappointment after the next. But with this girl, | have managed to find moments of 
pleasure." And Crichton almost got to witness one of them. The boy-talk pauses while 
Aeryn and Chiana pass by. When they're out of earshot, D'Argo adds, "Don't blow it 
for me." Hee. Crichton insists that he's happy for D'Argo, and D'Argo heads out after 
Chiana. Crichton wonders, "How come I'm always last to know?" 

Planetside, everyone's found their way to a bar. The natives are dressed in white, like 
it's one of those creepy parties from My Super Sweet 176, and they're drinking from 
little vials that look like Sorry! pawns made of glass. Rygel and Aeryn exposit that 
these are "breakaway colonies" that, well, broke away from the Peacekeepers 
thousands of years ago. Crichton bustles up and asks if Aeryn will talk to him if he 
buys her a drink. Aeryn sniffs, "You mean now that Chiana's occupied? Made a run at 
Zhaan, yet?" Crichton is rescued when a brunette sidles over and sips from the magic 
vial. She holds the vial out for Crichton, and he says, "No, no, | stopped raving years 


ago." Oh, honey, you're never going to stop raving. That's your purpose on this show. 
She insists, "It doesn't hurt you. It's just for the kiss." Crichton looks at Aeryn, who 
gives him a "I know you won't..." look. Naturally, Crichton decides to taste the potion, 
and he and the woman touch their tongues together delicately. Crichton says, "No 
taste -- kinda like an old --" and alas, we'll never know what it's like, because the 
woman pulls him in for a deeper kiss. Aeryn gulps her drink as the kiss finally ends. 
The woman says, "Sorry," and exits. Aeryn leans in and says, "It's a whole world 
designed for your rutting instincts." On cue, a guy who looks like the lead singer from 
Mudhoney approaches and holds a vial up toward Aeryn. Aeryn quickly declines, and 
adds, "Try [Crichton]; he seems to love kissing." Mudhoney-dude obligingly turns to 
Crichton and presents the vial. Crichton's not interested and turns to find another girl 
is offering him a vial. One kiss later, she gives him a disappointed look and leaves. 
Crichton chirps, "| am never leaving this world!" | like how oblivious he is to the 
reactions of the women. 
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We pan over people dancing goofily, and this is where | always start having Buck 
Rogers flashbacks. If they were on roller skates it would be perfect. A woman 
offscreen says, "Clavor, my sweet, there's a Sebacean down here your sister hasn't 
kissed yet." We move up to a small gathering on a catwalk. Wow, so this is basically 
the Bronze in 2080. There's a chick wearing some kind of Faberge egg as a 
mood-necklace. And also a Scarran. Scarrans are what happened when H.R. Pufnstuf 
heard about Altamont. This particular Scarran is angry because 1) he's a Scarran, 2) 
his name is Cargn, and 3) he thought visitors weren't allowed. Oh, and 4) he's trying 
to work in some more expository dialogue into what's already a rather dense episode. 
See, the dark-haired, weaselly dude he's talking to, Clavor, is brother to the 
still-unseen princess. The Faberge chick is Clavor's girlfriend, Janavia. With that out 
of the way, Cargn reminds Clavor that, "[the princess's] chemical compatibility is 
irrevocably altered. You will be king." Got that? No, you don't, because we don't know 
what the hell's going on, really. Relax. All will become clear eventually. Well, clear-ish. 
Crichton is getting more smoochies while Rygel chats with Tyno -- the muckity-muck 
that gave them permission to land, remember? Rygel thinks it's odd that they're 
celebrating a coronation without knowing who, exactly, will be coronated. Tyno 
explains, "As first born, it was always intended for Princess Katralla. But by law, 
unless she can find a compatible mate, the kingdom will fall to her younger brother." 
Aha! It seems worth noting that Rygel has a straw in whatever he's drinking. That's 
fantastic. | hope Steve Martin was their waiter. 

Back on the catwalk, Clavor helpfully mentions that he will recognize the Scarran 
Imperium when he's king, "Even if [Cargn is] the best they could send." He's a master 
of diplomacy. Cargn grrs. Jenavia decides it's time to mention her own agenda, so she 
tells Clavor that she'll only marry him if he's king. She's not very supportive. But she is 
helping me out, since we have at least established the major players in this particular 
I, Claudius plotline, and what their various motives are. For the time being. 

Oh, the B plot. On Moya, Pilot asks Zhaan why she didn't go planetside. Zhaan 
explains that this way she can do all of her scenes in a day or two and take some time 
off. She begins to sing or pray or conduct a test of the Emergency Broadcast System. 
Pilot and Moya seem to dig it, though. 
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Back at the bar, Chiana wants D'Argo to try one of the vials, which will tell them if their 
DNA is compatible enough for them to have kids. Because that's what the kissing is 
actually all about, and apparently Chiana and D'Argo discovered this and but didn't 
think it was worth mentioning to kissy-face Crichton. D'Argo thinks the taste-test is a 
bad idea, but Chiana puts a drop on his tongue and they kiss. D'Argo pulls away and 
shudders a little. Chiana reassures him, "It's just a game for us, D'Argo. Okay? We 
don't play by the rules they do." D'Argo says they're not compatible. The makeup 
department sighs with relief because they don't have to try to come up with designs 
for a grey-skinned, face-tentacled baby. Chiana says it's only their DNA, and licks one 
of D'Argo's, er, tendrils before adding, "Not the parts that make us feel pleasure." 
Rygel asks Aeryn why the Scarran on the catwalk is watching them. | wonder how he 
can possibly tell what the Scarran is looking at. It's not like Scarrans have pupils, you 
know? Aeryn suspects that the Scarrans want a covenant with the colony. A 
square-chinned lad approaches Aeryn and offers her a vial. She takes the vial, but 
shoos the guy away. A goofy-looking guy is next up. Aeryn forces the vial into Rygel's 
maw, then tastes it herself. While the goofy guy watches unhappily, she leans down 
and gives Rygel a passionate kiss. Rygel makes muffled unhappy noises for a 
moment. Aeryn finally sits up and loudly says, "Sweet! I'm so pleased!" Rygel 
chuckles and agrees, "How unexpected!" The goofy guy wishes the happy couple the 
best, and quickly exits. As soon as he's gone, Aeryn and Rygel do a synchronized 
spit-take. 

Zhaan's still going "Aaaaaa..." Pilot interrupts with the bulletin that Scorpius has found 
them. Zhaan races up to Command as we cut to an exterior of Scorpius's carrier. 
When Zhaan arrives, Pilot reports that Scorpius is being held off by the satellite 
defense system, but they have detected Moya. He tells her that there's no time to pick 
up the gang on the planet. Zhaan suggests waiting till they've been spotted and then 
initiating a Starburst. She doesn't suggest that, while they're waiting, they could at 
least try contacting Aeryn to tell her what's up. Pilot supports the plan, though: 
"Scorpius may think we're all aboard and pursue." Zhaan starts praying, as she does, 
and they Starburst in an exceptionally pretty way. 

Crichton asks Rygel where D'Argo and Chiana are. Rygel drunkenly answers, 
"Alternately exchanging body fluids and checking a tracking station to locate Moya's 
orbit." Rygel would make a good recapper. Crichton suspects it's time to dry Rygel 
out, but he's interrupted by Tyno, who asks, "Were you once a Peacekeeper?" Behind 
Tyno, the dancers wave their arms around like they're in the video for "Broken." Bless 
their goofy hearts. Crichton starts to mention that there's a problem, but Tyno 
interrupts, "Your friends have been given access to our space command to find your 
ship." A lot happens in between scenes in this episode. Tyno goes on, "But for now, if 
you don't mind..." Crichton looks behind him and sees a blonde holding up a vial at 
him with a very serious expression. Crichton tries to beg off, saying he's "partied out," 
but the blonde says, "Please." Tyno and Rygel watch intently as we go through the 
kissing routine again. When the kiss ends, the blonde smiles, and Crichton says, "It's 
sweet. It's kinda like molasses." Tyno waves for some guards to come over, and the 
crowd around them stops dancing and starts staring. Crichton takes this in and quietly 
says, "Uh oh." He should have said, "Oh, boy," and then looked in a mirror and seen 


Quantum's face starting at him. Because this story needs more complications! Okay, 
perhaps not. 
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On the catwalk, Clavor's having a hissyfit. "My sister is not supposed to be compatible 
with another Sebacean!" Cargn assures him that she isn't. 

Crichton asks, "What the hell's going on?" which is maybe a question he should have 
had earlier. Tyno non-answers that the guards are for his protection. 

Cargn says that if Crichton's DNA is compatible with the princess's, "then this pawn, 
whoever he is, must die tragically within a solar day." He growls and makes the air 
ripple to remind us that Scarrans have the magic power of making air ripple. 

People are punting outside the Royal Pyramidal Palace. Sure, why not? Inside, 
Crichton is being escorted down a hallway by Tyno and some guards. Tyno assures a 
fretful Crichton that he's not under arrest. Naturally, Crichton immediately turns to 
leave and finds the way blocked when two of the guards point...white telescopes at 
him. Let's assume they're weapons, okay? Tyno starts to explain, which naturally 
causes Crichton to start interrupting. Eventually Tyno manages to establish that 
Crichton is the only man they've found who can have children with Princess Katralla. 
So it'd be really nice if Crichton married her. Tyno points out, "She will be our next 
Empress. You will be regent. Others would die for this chance." Crichton huffs, "See? 
Die! There's the problem - there's a die part." 

As Tyno insists that this opportunity is a blessing, they enter a room where Clavor is 
waiting for them, weaselly. Clavor pontificates, "Blessing, Councilor Tyno? When the 
actual truth of power is so much closer to curse." His dramatic proclamation is only 
slightly marred by the fact that we see little green hands gingerly adjusting the red 
cloak on his shoulders. As the hands continue tweaking, Clavor turns and grumps, 
"What?" Behind him is a put-upon servant who looks kind of like what might happen to 
Zhaan if she went without water for a few months. Her name is Ro-Na. Hyphens are a 
nice change from the apostrophes, I'll give you that. Oh, and she's wearing Darth 
Vader's hat. Ro-Na stops fussing with the cloak, and Clavor turns back to face his 
visitors. She immediately starts toying with the cloak again and Clavor snaps, "Stop it! 
| said, before | speak with them, not during!" She looks down, abashed, and Clavor 
turns back to Crichton and sighs, "Ignorant creature." Tyno introduces Clavor as 
"second in line to the throne." Clavor modestly adds, "First among my people,” and 
Crichton flips him the peace sign. Clavor tries to get Tyno and the guards to leave, but 
Tyno says his orders won't allow him to do that. Clavor asks, "Whose order dares to 
countermand mine?" as green hands appear at his shoulders again. Tyno calmly 
answers, "The Empress. Your Mother." Oh, that Empress. Clavor heads for the door, 
but tells Crichton that they'll talk [dramatic pause] later. Ro-Na follows Clavor out, 
where she will probably have her revenge by giving him even weirder bangs. 
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With Clavor gone, Crichton tells Tyno, "There's always one in every family." Tyno 
explains that unless Katralla marries before her birthday, Clavor will become ruler. 
Crichton confirms that Katralla's birthday is in a few days and then asks if the room 
they're in is his cell. "Your room, yes," Tyno answers. Crichton flops down on what 
looks like a rather unforgiving futon mattress and prepares to recover from a hard 
night of smooching. 


Aeryn roams through the bar and finds D'Argo lying on a couch with his head in 
Chiana's lap. D'Argo says that they've been in the "space command center" all night, 
and Moya's nowhere to be found. Chiana figures that Zhaan and Pilot have 
abandoned them and asks if Aeryn knows that Crichton is in custody. She doesn't. 
Chiana explains, "He kissed some Princess, and now they won't let him go." Aeryn 
makes exasperated noises, so Chiana jumps up, jolting D'Argo, and snaps, "We 
probably wouldn't be in this dren if it wasn't for you." She says that it's Aeryn's fault for 
rejecting Crichton. Aeryn calmly observes, "It wasn't my door he was last seen sniffing 
under." Chiana says, "Some women consider that a compliment." "Some women have 
to," Aeryn retorts. D'Argo quickly intervenes and says that while this is entertaining, it's 
not helpful, and that Rygel is visiting Crichton and will tell them what's up. He adds, 
"As far as Moya goes, | think we should just wait." Aeryn's not into patience. She 
grabs Chiana by the arm and leads her out of the bar, demanding to know where 
Crichton is. Chiana whines, "We already tried; they won't let you see him." Aeryn tells 
Chiana to shut up. 

D'Argo sits back down and thoughtfully munches on some alien appetizers. A pleather 
corset appears behind him, and we hear Scorpius's dulcet voice say, "Ka D'Argo is it? 
| don't believe we've had the pleasure." D'Argo doesn't recognize the voice, so he 
looks over his shoulder. Upon spotting Scorpius, he whips his head around and 
there's a "whop!" sound effect which | find hilarious. D'Argo jumps up and over the 
table, grabbing a bottle along the way. He holds it up like a club and faces Scorpius. 
Scorpius calmly assures D'Argo that he's unarmed and a total pussycat if you get to 
know him. He sits down on the couch and snaps his finger for a waiter, suggesting 
that they "reorder and share a repast." D'Argo gives Scorpius a skeptical look, but 
then we cut to a wide shot as D'Argo moves to sit down again. Because if he's learned 
one thing in his travels, it's this: never turn down a free meal. 
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Further off, Cargn hisses, "| knew there was more to it. Scorrrpiusssssuh." Clavor 
says that Scorpius doesn't look like a Peacekeeper, and I'm terribly disappointed that 
he doesn't mimic Cargn's pronunciation. Cargn confides that Scorpius is a 
Scarran/Sebacean scion, and I'm a fan of alliteration but this show almost makes it 
too easy. | say "almost" because | have to give props to Connie Neil for coming up 
with "scion." Clavor says, "[Scorpius] knows these companions of Crichton." See what 
| mean? Cargn suspects that Crichton is working for Scorpius, and wants to align the 
colony with the Peacekeepers. Which is funny on several levels. Clavor whines, "Oh, 
forgive my ignorance, sagacious teacher. | trusted you to make this work! Was that 
unwise of me?" This is where Clavor learns that it never pays to get pissy with a 
Scarran. Cargn uses his bad breath to make the air get shimmery, and Cargn recoils. 
The palace. Rygel is smiling at a platter of food. In the background, D'Argo has 
apparently told Crichton that Scorpius is lurking about. Crichton, rather remarkably, is 
focused on other things: "The Princess is nice. She's sweet. And it might be kinda fun 
to go shopping for the rest of my life, but | am not getting married!" He asks if they've 
found Moya, and D'Argo guesses that the ship hightailed it when Scorpius turned up. 
Hey, good thinkin’. Rygel tells Crichton that, in his position, he'd marry Katralla. 
Crichton snaps, "You're a polygamist!" D'Argo mentions that Scorpius offered him a 
deal: "He's gonna leave the rest of us alone, and he promises not to destroy your 


brain as long as you give him access to the wormhole technology in your brain." 
Crichton tensely asks what D'Argo's reply was. D'Argo duhs, "That I'd talk to you 
about it." Crichton doesn't care for that, but D'Argo sighs that he was stalling. | like 
that they don't even try to make us think that D'Argo might be in cahoots with 
Scorpius. If we were supposed to worry about it, Scorpius would have chatted with 
Rygel, you know? Rygel suggests that Crichton play along with the marriage until they 
can come up with a plan. Which sounds reasonable, but given how their plans usually 
go, | can see why that doesn't soothe Crichton. He rants, "| am the reverse King 
Arthur. | am the one who can put the sword into the stone." When that doesn't get any 
reaction beyond befuddlement, he adds that he's going to tell Katralla that there's not 
going to be a wedding. 

Moya. Zhaan confirms that the Peacekeepers didn't follow them when they 
Starburst...Starbursted? When they did that thing. Zhaan feels guilty about 
abandoning everyone, Pilot tells her not to, and...scene. 
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D'Argo and Rygel have vanished, and now Crichton is reassuring Clavor that they're 
not going to be in-laws: "On my planet, we don't marry people we don't love. Unless 
they're critically ill billionaires." Katralla enters, with Tyro pouting at her heels. Crichton 
strolls over and prepares to awkwardly disengage. As it were. But before he can get to 
the point, the Empress enters, wearing her own Faberge egg. She gives Crichton a 
once-over and says, "I anticipate sturdy grandchildren from you. Let us get to know 
one another." Well, that breaks the ice, | guess. She takes Crichton by the arm and 
leads him a few steps away before asking if he's proposed. Crichton stammers that he 
doesn't love Katralla, which doesn't surprise the Empress. She explains that she 
doesn't want Clavor to be king: "He would betray our neutrality for the genuflect of 
peasants." If they ally with the Scarrans, they'll be attacked by the Peacekeepers, and 
if they ally with the Peacekeepers, they'll be attacked by the Scarrans. Crichton 
apologetically says that nothing will convince him to marry Katralla. Faster than you 
can breathe, "Famous last words," in walks Scorpius. 

Quick flashback to: Scorpius torturing Crichton, the Farscape zipping through a 
wormhole, Crichton spitting on himself ickily, and more torture. 

Crichton blinks as Scorpius greets him with a warm hug, exclaiming, "| have traveled 
a long, long way just to see you again!" As their embrace ends, Crichton whispers, 
"Go away, Scorpy. It's over. Find another girlfriend." Scorpius tells Crichton not to let 
the Empress intimidate him and pats his shoulder supportively before taking a few 
steps away. The Empress leans in and smugs, "My daughter, or that abomination. 
Choose." Wait, if he doesn't marry Katralla, he has to marry Scorpius? That's 
open-minded of them. The Empress joins Scorpius a short distance away. A 
shell-shocked Crichton walks back to Katralla, who sympathetically tells him that what 
momma wants, momma gets. Crichton asks what Katralla wants. "To be Empress. To 
have children. To keep the peace for my people." He asks, "Even if we're miserable 
for the rest of our lives?" Katralla assures him that she won't make him miserable. 
They look at each other for a moment, and she adds, "I'm sorry." Crichton glances 
over to the black blur of Scorpius in the distance, and then says, "Princess Katralla, 
will you consent to marry me?" She will. She kisses his cheek and gives him a warm 
hug. Scorpius smiles benevolently. Crichton craps his shiny, tight leather pants. 
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The sun sets over the palace, which means it's time for some pedebickering. Sure 
enough, here come Crichton and Aeryn. He says he has no choice: "Rock. Me. Hard 
place." Aeryn suggests: "Fight. Retreat. Remain silent." Crichton counters, "Scorpius. 
The Empress." | suggest, "Shiny. Tight. Leather." Aeryn consolingly notes that Katralla 
is pretty and wealthy. Aeryn, | already did adjectives. And mine were better. She adds, 
"Think of all the power you'll have." Crichton grumbles that it's all he can think about. 
"That and how I'm gonna get off this planet the way | got here: single and alive." Aeryn 
unenthusiastically says she'll see what he can do. 

They're interrupted when the Mudhoney-dude who hit on Aeryn earlier shouts, 
"Congratulations." Poor guy, he forgot to put a shirt on before he slipped into his 
bathrobe. He finally introduces himself as "Dregon Carsinova, cousin to the crown," 
and Crichton obligingly shakes hands. Dregon turns to Aeryn and smarmily asks, "You 
would be...?" She says, "Extremely preoccupied," and exits with Crichton. Ouch. They 
walk on, and Crichton tells Aeryn, "Seemed like a nice guy." Aeryn tells him to shut 
up. There's a brief discussion about how Moyais still missing, Scorpius is still creepy, 
and Crichton is still scared. Dregon lurks in the background, presumably checking out 
Aeryn's ass. Or, possibly, Crichton's. Oh, wow, Dregon appears to be wearing 
Birkenstocks, which explains Aeryn's reaction to him. Crichton begs Aeryn to find 
another bridegroom. They stop, and Aeryn looks back to see Dregon make a little bow 
and leave with one final glance back at her. That was a nice touch. "And if | can't?" 
Aeryn challenges. "Better wed than dead," Crichton says. Aeryn makes a "hmph" face 
and leaves. She is amazingly childish in this episode. Even for her. | love her, but 
really. 

And now Aeryn's strolling outside in a lovely garden. Actual sunlight! How startling. 
She spots Tyno and Katralla chatting on a little wooden punting dock. Australia's 
pretty, y'all. Aeryn and moves a little closer to eavesdrop. This would be an illustration 
of what a terrible schemer Katralla is: let's have a private chat out in a public place 
surrounded by water that will help carry our voices! You'd think that the Empress 
would have taught her better. Katralla frets that the Empress is going to make her 
marry Crichton. Tyno says, "We can only hope," which turns out to be the wrong 
answer. Katralla wants him to rescue her. Tyno says he loves her, "But our union is 
not destined to be." Katralla grabs Tyno and kisses him. Aeryn watches, maybe 
thinking, "This relationship reminds me of something...if only | could figure out what." 
Tyno pulls away and tells Katralla that it's her duty to marry Crichton. 
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We're back at the bar. Aeryn rants that Crichton is dumb: "Princess Pretend doesn't 
even love him, she wants that Tyno!" I'm not sure how that supports her thesis. In fact, 
one could argue that it demonstrates lousy judgment on Katralla's part. Although Tyno 
does seem a little more stable. Anyway, Aeryn thinks they can all hide from Scorpius 
"in the barren lands outside the city" until Scorpius, like, gets bored and leaves. 
D'Argo and Chiana don't even dignify that plan with a response. Chiana repeats, "You 
should have told him how you felt about him when you had the chance." She points 
out Dregon, who's lurking nearby, and asks how many times he's hit on Aeryn. "He's 
well bred, he's rich, handsome. Perfect. You're gonna let him get away, too. You know 
why?" Aeryn takes a step closer and invites Chiana to continue. Chiana says, 


"Because you only want the ones you can't have! So you're gonna go to Crichton, 
you're gonna mess with his mind, he's gonna get turned over to Scorpius, and dead." 
Aeryn basically says, "| Know you are but what am I?" and stomps off. 

Moya. Zhaan rushes in to ask Pilot why they're moving further from "the Royal 
Planet." Are you kidding me? We're spending three episodes there and it doesn't even 
have a name? Pilot explains thatMoyais following a signal, and refuses to turn back. 
What kind of signal, you ask? Well, "one of her eight senses clearly identifies it as 
familiar and compelling." Zhaan looks thoughtful. My guess is she's wondering what 
senses six through eight detect. 

Aeryn's back at the palace. She sure gets around. Is everyone else living at the bar? 
She walks down a hall and then sighs, "Oh, perfect," as Cargn the Scarran steps into 
view. He more-or-less politely invites her to chat in private and breaks his Mr. Burns 
hand-clutch to wave at a doorway. She enters the room, and Cargn follows rather 
gingerly. | wonder how hard it is to stay balanced with that big projecting prosthetic 
head sticking out a foot in front of you. 

Inside, Cargn del cares that Aeryn is working with Scorpius: "| saw your Luxan with 
him." Aeryn smiles a little while Cargn blusters that the Scarrans won't put up with 
Peacekeepers screwing around in "what you condescendingly call the Uncharted 
Territories." Is that really condescending? | didna™t know Scarrans were so sensitive 
to the differently charted. Cargn asks if the Peacekeepers plan to invade the system, 
and lord knows why he thinks Aeryn would answer that if she knew. Aeryn 
non-answers that she'll give Scorpius his regards, and starts to leave. Cargn says that 
if she's not going to be cooperative, he'll force the issue, and he starts making the air 
shimmer in her direction. Aeryn knocks his hand aside, which is odd because | 
thought the heat-shimmer-thing came from his mouth, but anyway she starts punching 
and kicking. The bad news is that Cargn is well protected by layers of prosthetics. The 
good news is that, as a result, he's not too limber. At first it's kind of like a ferret 
attacking an elephant. But after taking a few punches, he manages to grab Aeryn by 
the arms and then slams her head against a mirror. She slumps to the floor, dazed, 
and Cargn tosses her up onto a table littered with plants and jars. Because dumb 
things make me happy, | adore it when he slides her along the table, even though it 
doesn't seem like knocking Aeryn in the face with a few ferns is the most effective way 
to subdue her. 
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The mayhem is interrupted when the Empress says, "Don't stop now. Go on, kill each 
other. Save me the trouble." Uh oh. She's standing in the doorway with some 
Ladies-in-Waiting, looking, well, regal. Cargn hisses an apology and marches out. The 
Empress calmly checks her own face in the broken mirror while sternly advising Aeryn 
to "consider [herself] the beneficiary of largesse." She leaves, and Rygel hovers over 
to where Aeryn is still slumped on the floor. Rygel grumpily tells Aeryn not to 
discourage Crichton from marrying Katralla, since the wedding is the only thing 
keeping them alive. Aeryn sniffs that she'll do what she thinks is right. Rygel replies, 
"For Crichton, or for you?" and hovers out. Aw, everybody's picking on Aeryn. Just 
because she's crazy. 

And now we're in what looks like the Stargate prop room. Also, this is kind of 
awesome: there are a bunch of huge black lamps in the middle of the room. Why is 


that awesome? Well, they look like they might be high-tech alien equipment. But | 
think maybe this is an actual room, not a set, and that the lamps are just fill lighting 
sitting in plain sight, disguised as set decoration. The director and/or the set designer 
should have gotten bonuses for that one. So, a tech dude is taking a blood sample 
from Katralla. Crichton and Tyno lurk about nearby. Crichton whines, "If you take any 
more samples of my DNA, there's not gonna be enough left to be me." Tyno asks 
what species he is, and Crichton sighs that he keeps telling them that he's human. 
Tyno snaps, "The Empress has ordered the revelation sealed. No one will ever know." 
So, why'd he ask, then? Crichton asks why Tyno doesn't marry Katralla himself. Tyno 
blinks upon hearing that he's not doing so well at hiding his puppy-dog feelings for the 
Princess, and explains that Katralla's DNA was "poisoned." | think the word he wants 
is "mutated." Off-camera, Katralla asks the tech to "activate the machine." Crichton 
quietly asks if Clavor did the poisoning. Tyno says, "Very discerning," and adds that 
they suspect that Cargn lent a helping claw. 

Katralla calls Crichton over to join her in a big glowy circle under one of the Stargates. 
As Crichton ambles over, she says that their DNA tests confirm that their children will 
be healthy. Rygel adds, "And you can see what they'll be like! Oh, how many nasty 
surprises could | have avoided in one day?" Katralla looks up at the equipment and 
says, "Male infant, please." A beam of light splats down onto Katralla, and just like 
that, she's holding a baby. And now | think we know what the "sonogram machine" 
Tom Cruise got really did. Crichton boggles for a second and then coos, "Hey 
buuuddy, what's up?" Happy family bonding ensues. We pan around to see Aeryn 
walk in, just in time to join Tyno in mopeville. She watches as Crichton nervously asks 
Katralla if this is what their child would look like. Katralla says it's just one option: "The 
choice is ours." The baby flops an arm out at Crichton's buckle-intensive vest and 
wonders why he's being held under a heat lamp. Aeryn, stricken, then turns and 
leaves without anyone noticing her. Katralla offers to show Crichton an older version 
of the kid. Crichton's all for it, though he adds, "Not too grown up." And woosh, 
suddenly Crichton's bent over to talk to a boy who's...um. | suck at this game. Five? 
Ish? The kid calmly looks at Crichton and says, "Hi Dad." Rygel chirps that the boy 
looks just like his father as the kid mock-punches at Crichton. Acts just like him, too. 
He'll be blowing stuff up in no time! Crichton laughs happily and agrees. Rygel adds, 
"Yet, he may be able to overcome it," and chortles. Crichton bumps fists with his son a 
little and finally sighs, "Thank you. That's all." A tech shuts off the spawn-simulator 
and Crichton's son fades away. Tyno stops grinding his teeth long enough to 
announce that Crichton's got a big day ahead of him, with tailors and people-meeting, 
and plus, he has to figure out a pose for his statue. Crichton wipes his eyes and looks 
a little dazed, but the part about the statue gets his attention. He finally says, "On 
Earth we have this Queen -- she's got this wave." He does a not-very-good imitation 
of the Elizabethan wrist-twist, and says he'll go with that. Tyno sniffs that it doesn't 
look like a comfortable position to stay in for eighty cycles. Which is a really bad way 
of working the next plot point in, because is there any position that would be 
comfortable for that long? Crichton asks what Tyno's talking about, and Tyno says, "I 
just assumed you knew..." 
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Time for Clavor to demonstrate that he's even less stealthy than Katralla. He, his 
girlfriend, and Cargn are hanging out in a not-very-secluded wooden gazebo-y thing. 
Cargn wants to kill Crichton. Get in line. Clavor bitches that Cargn has screwed up, 
and threatens to go tattling to the Empress. Cargn heatwaves Clavor and asks, "Can 
you see past your childishness to see any betrayal means your instant death, even if 
mine follows?" Clavor concedes the point, and Cargn releases him and turns on 
Jenavia. He makes the air around her go woobly and asks, "As | interrogated your 
loving fiancee, what was going through your delicate little mind?" Jenavia croaks, "I 
was hoping you wouldn't wear that to our wedding!" All righty. Cargn releases her, and 
Jenavia collapses and daintily pukes over the side of the gazebo. Cargn growls, 
"Destiny's couple, you are." 

Zhaan stares out at some spooky glowing space-clouds and asks Pilot whyMoyahas 
come here. Pilot says, "| assume it has something to do with that," as a tendril of 
smoke zips out of the clouds and swishes toward them. Pilot reports that whatever it 
is, it's alive, and Moyarecognizes it. Zhaan asks who it is, and after a moment Pilot 
says in awed tones, "The builders. Her creators. Her...God!" Oh dear. That never goes 
well. 

Chiana gasps and rocks forward even more suggestively than she does most things. 
Crichton pops into the frame and asks, "Did you hear about the statue?!" He adds a 
casual, "Hi, Chiana," as the angle changes so that we can admire her nekkid gray 
back. Crichton is ignoring her nekkid gray front as he rants, "Eighty cycles! That is 
roughly eighty years to you and me, and over five hundred years to dogs!" He sits 
down on the bed, stewing. Chiana continues to...well, she continues, is all. Then 
D'Argo's head emerges from under a pile of blankets, and he sighs, "Why don't you 
stay and tell us about it, John?" Heh. A frustrated Chiana gets up and leaves. She's 
probably pissed that she had to get her whole torso airbrushed for 30 seconds of 
footage. Especially since D'Argo avoids the nudity problem by wrapping the blanket 
around himself as he sits down next to Crichton. Crichton asks if D'Argo knew about 
the statue. D'Argo calmly says, "I don't know about it now." Apparently right after the 
wedding, Crichton and Katralla will be turned into statues for eighty years so they can 
"preside" over the senate. He burbles: "We can see, we can hear. Don't ask me how. 
And we're supposed to absorb every single facet of the governmental system that 
way, so when Mom and Pops finally kick it, we rule." Pops? Is there an Emperor 
lurking around somewhere? | guess he's like King Lotharon. D'Argo observes that the 
statue scheme has kept the society peaceful for 99 cycles, so maybe there's 
something to it. Crichton glares at him for a moment and grumps, "You're like a 
brochure." Crichton's voice gradually rises as he says: "My college loans will be 
delinquent. I'll miss the strippers on my hundredth birthday. I'll get a utility bill for three 
trillion dollars for a single porch light that | left on, and everybody | know will be dead!" 
D'Argo says that it's that or Scorpius's tender mercies. Crichton's stares at D'Argo 
without blinking for quite a while as he explains that humans don't live all that long. 
His voice catches for a second as he says, "When | get back, everybody -- my dad, 
D.K., my sisters, Cameron Diaz, Buffy the Vampire Slayer -- will be dead!" D'Argo 
says that Crichton may never see those people again anyway. Crichton works his jaw 
a little, before slowly saying, "Hope, D'Argo. It's what keeps you going. You're gonna 
see your son. I'm gonna get home. Hope. | have hope, or | have nothing." Aw, poor 


Crichton. He sits down heavily on the bed and covers his eyes. D'Argo more 
sympathetically points out that Crichton will be free of Scorpius, plus he'll have 
security and a family. "Perhaps you've only just discovered your true destiny." Crichton 
pulls his hands away from his face in that "I'm just casually wiping my eyes, and not 
because I'm crying, no sir!" way, and raspily says that D'Argo's been spending too 
much time with Chiana. The camera slowly pushes in on Crichton as D'Argo natters 
on about how Crichton has to go past his fears and see what the future holds. 
Crichton finally says that if he marries Katralla, D'Argo has to be his best man. D'Argo 
looks uncomfortable and raises his eyebrows as he explains, "I'm with Chiana now, 
John." Crichton squints for a second and looks down, frustrated. 

-- Page 14 - 

Ro-Na is straightening some clothes on Crichton's bed. There's a pink jacket, 
accented with red trim, sprinkled with red Bedazzler beads, and a red shirt to match. 
Across vast distances of space and time, Tim Gunn is screaming in agony. Crichton 
steps into the shot wearing matching red pants. And | believe they're velour. Excellent. 
As Crichton dresses, he tries to befriend Ro-Na and tells her to call him "John," not 
"Highness." Aeryn stomps in and curtly tells Ro-Na to give them a second. Ro-Na 
wisely skedaddles, and Aeryn asks if Crichton is taking D'Argo's advice instead of 
hers. Man. Aeryn, | Know you're all screwed up inside, and that what | like about you, 
but listen for a second: this is not just about you, okay? She brings up the statue gig, 
and Crichton blasts, "It's better than Scorpius!" so vehemently that Aeryn recoils a 
little. Crichton moans, "He's in my head! The back of my mind, the corner of my eye... 
he scares me, Aeryn, and | can't shake him." She brushes that aside: "I don't know 
what you're talking about, but there's never been anything we couldn't overcome 
together." Aw. Crichton looks at her closely for a few seconds and then turns away, 
sighing, "Except each other." Aw times two. He toys with his pink jacket as Aeryn 
ponders for a moment and then declares that she can't come to the wedding. What, 
she's got plans? Crichton looks at her directly and says that he needs her to be there. 
He makes a few faces and finally looks into the distance as he asks, "Don't you think 
that there are things to say?" before meeting her eyes. Aeryn pissily snaps, "At this 
point, what else can we say except goodbye?" Crichton, exasperated, says that she's 
right. "You're always right," he grunts, and breaks their staring contest. With that, she 
whirls and marches out. 

Crichton mutters, "Bye," and sits down on a bench as he examines his horrible jacket. 
"Welcome to Barbie World,” he sighs, and | go back and delete the "Bridal Wear by 
Mattel" line | wrote earlier because I'd forgotten he makes that joke. Damn it. A flunky 
enters and announces that they're almost ready. Crichton has his back to the flunky, 
so he doesn't notice immediately when the flunky steps behind a guard and, well, 
turns the guard's head slightly. Which apparently snaps his neck. My neck-snap 
standards are a little high from all those years of Angel, | guess. The sound of the 
guard hitting the floor causes Crichton to turn around in time to see the flunky leveling 
a weapon at him. Crichton says, "Huuah!" and tilts the bench up to knock the gun from 
the flunky's hand. Fight! He conks the flunky on the noggin with the bench's leg, then 
drops the bench down so that it's pinning the flunky down. And then he plays "whale 
on the flunky." Oh, it's a Russell Crowe imitation! It's going pretty well until two more 
flunkies swoop in, drag Crichton back, and toss him to a fourth flunky who's just 


strolled in. You know, | just read an issue of Casanova that explains where bad guys 
get all their flunkies. And if you like this show, you might enjoy it, because it's just as 
insane. After tossing Crichton around for a minute, the first flunky says, "Here's your 
wedding present from Prince Clavor," and raises his weapon again. He fires, and a 
thread of FX kerzaps Crichton in the neck. Crichton's face turns into silly putty as he 
screams, and then we freeze on smoosh-faced, Barbie-suited Crichton. What a way to 
go. 

-- Page 15 -- 

To be continued... 





- The Princess Bride - 
-- Page 1 -- 

Previously: There was a princess, a broken mirror, a dragon, and an evil sorcerer. And 
the prince's flunkies put the kerzap on Crichton. 

"Argh!" says Crichton. "Whammo," says a figure in a pink robe, as it leaps in and kicks 
the lead flunky. Crichton sags to the floor as the pink whirlwind continues to leap and 
kick. Whoever it is, she has nice legs. When she pauses long enough to snap another 
flunky's arm, we finally see that it's Jenavia. Crichton lends a hand, or actually a leg, 
tripping another flunky. Jenavia goes on snapping flunky-bits, and then a 
spring-loaded blade pops out of her sleeve and she shoves it into the last flunky's jaw. 
Wow, she's kind of a badass. Crichton stares at her wearily, and she asks what 
branch he's with. When he doesn't answer, she introduces herself: "Jenavia Chato. 
Disrupter, Peacekeeper Special Directorate." She repeats her question, and Crichton 
suavely says he's not allowed to tell her that. Jenavia grumbles that she wasn't told 
there'd be backup and explains that her assignment is to kill Clavor if he becomes 
king. She adds, "| admire your dedication. | wouldn't let them make me a statue for 
eighty cycles." Crichton admits that he was thinking the same thing. Jenavia, 
concerned, sits down next to him and asks, "Would you hesitate to kill me if | 
jeopardized the mission?" Holy cats, her eyes are gigantic. That's creepy. Crichton 
stares back at her and finally says, "Jenavia, right? Thanks!" and hurries out. 

Credits. Props to Mark and Anna, who should be getting married around the time this 
goes live. As far as | know, he didn't propose to escape an alien menace. Though that 
wouldn't entirely surprise me. 

Clavor is pacing in his room when Crichton says, "How ya doin'?" and shoves Clavor 
backwards. Clavor starts blustering, and Crichton actually says, "You want a piece of 
me?" and lightly slaps Clavor. Ha! Then he says it again, and slaps the other cheek. 
Ha again! Clavor ducks behind a Sebacean shoji screen and shouts for his guards. 
Crichton grabs Clavor by the jaw and explains, "The guards are taking five so the 
brothers-in-law can get to know one another." Clavor quickly says, "If someone tried to 
kill you using my name, they will pay!" Good cover, Clavor. Crichton rightly notes that 
Clavor is pathetic, and slaps him a couple more times. Clavor finally screams that 
Crichton can't hit royalty. Crichton punches him in the face. Clavor collapses into a 
seat and asks what Crichton wants. Crichton grabs Clavora™s nose and quietly says, 
"| want off this planet. Now, you're going to find a way to get Scorpius off my back." He 
tugs on Clavor's nose to encourage a nod of agreement. Ro-Na wanders in to 
eavesdrop, and in the background we see Jenavia washing up behind another shoji 


screen. Jenavia calls, "Have we company?" Crichton tells Clavor that Katralla will 
marry whoever she wants, and prompts another nod. He concludes, "And you get to 
be king." Jenavia finally pokes her head up over the screen and complains, "Clavor, 
I'm trying to bathe." Crichton keeps his nasal-grip as he greets her, saying, "Oh look, 
the future Mrs. Valiant." As Jenavia pulls on a robe, Crichton very quietly tells Clavor, 
"Do not try to kill me again. It makes me angry." One more nod, and Ro-Na interrupts 
to ask if everything's all right. Crichton releases Clavor and exits, saying, "He needs a 
bath and a hug." Clavor tells Ro-Na to get the Empress. 

-- Page 2 -- 

D'Argo, Crichton, Chiana, and Tyno are pedeconferencing. D'Argo says that Crichton 
needs better protection, and Tyno's all huffy about Crichton assaulting the Prince. 
Chiana proudly chirps, "You bitch-slapped the tralk!" Tyno says that there's no 
evidence that anyone attacked Crichton, and Crichton explains, "The same weapon 
that was used on me was used to disintegrate the assailants." It was? They were? 
What an odd thing to do. Tyno confirms that this was the work of Crichton's 
"mysterious savior." D'Argo bellows, "Are you doubting Crichton?" and before Tyno 
can answer, Chiana notes, "It is a weird story." D'Argo snaps at her while Tyno agrees 
to upgrade security and tell the Empress what happened. He explains that nobody will 
believe the accusation because "the Empress, and by extension the entire Royal 
Family, abhors personal violence." On cue, Katralla walks up, taps Crichton on the 
shoulder, and then slaps him. Hard. It sounds like the foley artist dropped an 
unabridged dictionary on the floor. She tells Crichton to come with her. 

Once they're in private, Katralla says that Crichton has humiliated her, and then slaps 
him again. Crichton says she's made her point, but she's not close to done. "My 
brother poisoned my DNA; | know. | am not a fool. But he would never kill anyone." | 
wish they would stop talking about poisoned DNA. Crichton suggests that maybe the 
Scarran was behind the attack. Katralla huffs, "If you don't want to marry me, just say 
so." Crichton calmly points out that he has said so, adding. "We have been over this 
ground with a backhoe. It saves my life; it saves your ass." Katralla slaps him again. 
Crichton confesses he deserved it that time, but I'm not sure why. For referring to her 
royal booty? Katralla says that now the Empress wants Crichton to be tested some 
more to make sure he's mentally stable. Oh dear. The wedding's off. She explains, 
"Clavor is weak. | cannot believe that he would participate in such a heinous act. That 
means you're lying. And if so, | cannot marry you." 

Pilot tells Zhaan that the "smoke tendril" has invadedMoya. Zhaan runs down the 
corridor, and Pilot directs her to the maintenance bay. Once there, mist oozes out of 
the wall behind her, and when a DRD whirrs in alarm, Zhaan turns to see a cloud 
swirling in the chamber. A figure slowly emerges. It's...Londo Mollari! Hea™s replaced 
his silly hair with an artificial laurel wreath. The DRD scurries to hide behind a wheel 
of the Farscape. Zhaan begins chanting and bows her head, but in an echoey voice, 
Londo says, "Be calm, Priest. | am the ship's deity, not yours." Zhaan reminds us that 
Londo is one of the Builders, "those who gave Leviathans intelligence." Londo purrs, 
"Anybody can give a machine intelligence. We gave her a soooul." The first part is 
self-evidently untrue, which makes me kind of skeptical about the second part. The 
actor, Jonathan Hardy, does Rygel's voice as well, and his voice here sounds the way 
Rygel would if he was stoned out of his cotton-wadding. Londo says that he's checked 


Moya out, and noted that she's healthy and that she's given birth. Zhaan says, "A 
male offspring, named Talyn." Less enthusiastically, Londo adds, "A gunship." Pilot 
begins to explain the circumstances, but is cut off in mid-sentence. Londo tells Zhaan, 
"Pilots do not speak to Kahaynu." I'm not sure if that's his name, or the name of his 
race, but either way | can stop calling him Londo. Zhaan harrumphs, "A capricious 
deity." Is there any other kind? Kahaynu says that the Leviathans are emissaries of 
peace, and since Moya has produced a distinctly violent ship, he's got some bad 
news: "| am here to decommission Moya. To end her existence." 

-- Page 3 -- 

Aeryn and Chiana are sitting outside on a riverbank, admiring the greenscreenery. 
Aeryn doesn't think she can do anything to help Crichton. Chiana asks if she's told 
him how she feels. Aeryn says, "He knows what he needs to know." Chiana gets to 
say something that is both reasonable and true: "If you want [men] to know 
something, you have to tell them." It applies to women, too, of course. And that's 
when Dregon shmoozes out of nowhere saying, "I trust I'm not disturbing you." | kinda 
expected Chiana to say, "Actually..." right there. He hunkers down by Aeryn, heedless 
of the difficulty of getting grass stains off his white outfit, and invites her to come with 
him on a sightseeing trip to the Barren Lands. Aeryn declines. Dregon ponders a 
second, and says that he senses that Aeryn is unhappy about Crichton's marriage. 
Aeryn harrumphs, "And why would that make me unhappy?" Over Aeryn's shoulder, 
Chiana tries to decide which way to roll her eyes. Dregon says, "| simply offer myself 
as a diversion." Aeryn snickers a little, and he adds that they could turn out to be 
"extremely compatible" as he shows her a vial. Aeryn looks pensive, and takes the 
vial from his hand. She looks into Dregon's eyes and then tosses the vial behind her, 
into the river. After a second, she reassures him, "Don't feel bad. It's not you, it's me. 
[beat] | don't like you." Dregon nods and says that she's made her feelings clear, like 
she didn't do that several times already. Exit Dregon. 

Katralla and Crichton are still having a long talk about where their relationship is 
going. And repeating plot points yet again. Crichton mentions that a guard was killed 
in the attack, but Katralla thinks a missing guard is flimsy evidence: "He could be 
anywhere." Crichton nods, "Yeah, he's everywhere -- he's in heaven!" Crichton is very 
close to an excellent point here, but he missed it. If Katralla and the Empress are so 
convinced that Crichton's story is ridiculous, why was Crichton under guard to begin 
with? Remember Tyno telling him that they were there for Crichton's protection? 
Protection from who? If the only problem is that they can't believe Clavor is personally 
responsible for the attack, shouldn't they believe his story? And think that someone is 
framing Clavor, or that someone outside the Royal Family wants Clavor to be king? 
Ah well. Their ponderous ponderings are interrupted when a metallic ball with glowy 
lights floats down in front of them. Crichton stares at it fora second and asks, "Do we 
know this?" Katralla does not. Crichton picks up a pitcher as a weapon, and slowly 
moves toward the globe as he says, "Obi-Wan had one...except his is a lot smaller." 
The globe hovers up out of reach, and then descends a short distance away, as 
Katralla runs for the door. Surprise, it's locked! She starts calling for help, and 
Crichton suddenly swings the pitcher at the globe. It swoops back out of reach and 
starts emitting clouds of smoke. Is Kahaynu coming here, now? Crichton dashes over 
to a Plexiglas window and pounds on it without any effect. The room is filling with 


smoke rapidly, and Crichton rushes back over to force her down to the floor as they 
both start coughing. He asks if there's another door, and she says, "I don't think so." 
Then she spots glowy red eyes approaching through the haze. Cylons! Wait, they're 
not going back and forth like a ping-pong ball. Oh, hey, it's Ro-Na. She stoops down 
and hisses, "This way!" and then turns and begins to walk off into the smoke. Crichton 
and Katralla crawl after her. | guess Katralla doesn't know her way around the palace 
very well. 

-- Page 4 -- 

Crichton, Katralla, and Ro-Na are all splayed out in a hallway, wheezing. Katralla 
moans, "I doubted you. I'm sorry." Crichton croaks, "S'all right. Just the burden of 
being right all the time." Katralla says that she'll marry him. So | guess the news that 
her fiancee isn't a liar balances out knowing that her own life is in danger now. 

A close up of the defused death globe. The Empress tells Rygel, "John Crichton may 
not leave this planet. But | will protect him." Rygel snickers at the protection she's 
provided so far, and the Empress snits that the death globe wasn't detected because 
it's new to them. That's not at all reassuring, Empress. Rygel says that it's probably a 
Scarran weapon. The Empress gets huffy about accusations against Clavor, and 
Rygel sighs, "Aren't we past that, Novia? You posture and deny any longer and we 
both lose what we want." Rygel proposes hiding Crichton somewhere until they figure 
out what's going on -- since Moya hasn't turned up, he can't escape. The Empress 
ponders, and mentions that the Jakent -- Ro-Na's race -- has a transport full of 
wedding gifts in orbit. They can stash Crichton on it. Rygel suggests that they tell no 
one about the plan. "Let them all think that Crichton has disappeared." The Empress 
mysteriously figures that this will encourage the assassins to be careless. Without 
anyone to assassinate, how careless can the plotters be? Are they gonna start 
running around stabbing behind curtains at random, just in case Crichton's there? 
Rygel and the Empress feel pretty smug about the plan, so | guess that's all that 
matters. Rygel asks if the Empress trusts Ro-Na, and the Empress firmly declares, 
"With my secrets and my life. Ro-Na will not betray us." Well, | think we all know what 
that means... 

Cut to Scorpius crossing Ro-Na's palm with silver. Or something similarly shiny. The 
ear-flap on Scorpius's gimp-hood has popped open and a metal frame has been 
extruded out of Scorpy's skull. A flunky is placing a blue lightstick into the frame as 
Scorpy asks Ro-Na if anything's wrong. Also, in the background there are koalas 
flying through the air on jetpacks. Okay, there aren't, if there were you wouldn't notice 
because did | mention the lightstick and the frame popping OUT OF HIS SKULL? 
That's a great party trick. Ro-Na gasps that it's a lot of money. As the flunky finishes, 
the frame begins spinning and gradually screws itself back into his head. Scorpius, 
zen as ever, says that this is one quarter of the payment Ro-Na will eventually 
receive. Once his skull is resealed, Scorpius signs happily, and then holds up a little 
plastic thingamajig. Ro-Na identifies it as a "trans-sequence ident waver," and says 
she knows how to use it. Scorpius says, "Good!" and suddenly pulls a very unhappy 
Ro-Na into his lap. He tells her, "I predict that very shortly you'll be the wealthiest 
Jakent in this part of the galaxy." Ro-Na grabs the thingamajig, squeaks, "Thank you!" 
and runs away. We finally see Scorpius's flunky, who turns out to be a blonde 
dominatrix. Of course. Scorpius tells her, "Inform Lieutenant Braca that at the 


conclusion of his mission there are to be no witnesses left behind." The dominatrix 
nods, and exits with her lightstick case. Scorpius monologues, "Oh to be there when 
the scales fall from John Crichton's eyes." 

-- Page 5 -- 

The transport pod. Crichton has finally changed out of his hot pink outfit (that is, the 
color is hot pink. The outfit is not hot.) and back into his Peacekeeper duds. Praise the 
lord. He, Ro-Na, and a couple of guards are on their way to the ship o' presents. It's a 
Jakent junket! As they prepare to take off, Ro-Na hands Crichton the thingamajig, and 
claims, "Dominar Rygel said you must insert this before ascending." Crichton says 
that he's already changed the ident codes for the ship, and then complains about the 
fact that his friends won't know where he is. One of the guards bleats about security, 
and Ro-Na wheedles, "Councilor Tyno will be looking for this new code on his tracking 
screen." Crichton gives in, and pops the thingamajig into the console. Ro-Na moves 
back and sits down while Crichton does some kind of flight attendant shtick, pointing 
to the exits and so on. Then he sidles up to Ro-Na and grumps, "I'm driving." She lets 
him take the captain's chair. 

Zhaan runs into Pilot's chamber and gasps, "Moya cannot be doing this willingly!" 
Pilot, rather calmly under the circumstances, says that Moya is shutting down her 
systems and he can't stop it. There's an external shot of a dark Moya sinking into the 
space-clouds. Zhaan calls to Moya, insisting that Kahaynu isn't looking out for her 
interests. Kahaynu swooshes into the room. His costume seems to made out of 
mosquito netting. With epaulets, of course, because otherwise how would you know 
he's important? He harrumphs, "As if your way were the only way." Zhaan gets all 
fierce and insists that "all life cherishes life." Except in Texas. Kahaynu says that Moya 
must be decommissioned because she can produce gunships. He adds that she 
trusts his decision. Zhaan stiffly says that he'll never convince her that Moya agreed to 
die. Kahaynu says, "Then let her do it," and makes a dramatic gesture. A slightly 
distorted , musical voice rings through the room as Moya says, "Moyhaaaaa. 
Fulfillllled." Zhaan gasps and falls her to knees as Moya adds, "Moyhaa. Go. Willing. 
Willing. Willing. Yeees. Peace." Zhaan cries and says this is an abomination. And then 
she wins the "funniest line of the episode" award, probably for the first time, by saying, 
"Lam so filled with uncharitable rage." Heh. She's good at articulating her feelings! 
Then the lights go out. Kahaynu is gone, and Zhaan cries, "Nooooo!" and we go to 
another external shot of a dark Moya drifting in space like a dead squid. If dead squids 
drifted in space. 
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D'Argo grabs Rygel by the neck and snaps, "You weren't gonna tell us that John was 
leaving the planet?" Chiana is doing her level best to loom at Tyno in the background, 
despite the fact that he's taller than she is. Rygel lies that it was the Empress's idea. 
The secret's out now, because the transport pod vanished after passing through their 
"weather layer." Can the microbes not translate "atmosphere"? Tyno's pretty sure that 
the transport didn't explode or land somewhere. D'Argo growls, "This is Scorpius. I'm 
sure of it." He exits, and Aeryn starts to follow, saying that it was Cargn. Chiana points 
out that Aeryn didn't fare too well against the Scarran last time, and suggests, "Let me 
try first." Rygel ahems that he'll be with the Empress. Aeryn punches him as he 


hovers out. Tyno tells Aeryn, " I'm sorry. | know the worst is being left behind." Aeryn 
glares at nobody, just to stay in practice. 

Transport pod. Ro-Na explains that the Jakent ship is some distance off to discourage 
space looters. Crichton ask why anyone would loot an empty ship, so that Ro-Na can 
remind us that the ship is full of wedding gifts. Why we need that reminder is anyone's 
guess, since it's not relevant to anything. Except some more riffing by Crichton, as he 
insists, "No, no, you've done enough. I'm gonna talk to the Missus., you can keep the 
presents. You need a toaster, right?" Ro-Na repeats the word "toaster" excitedly, but 
then insists that she couldn't possibly accept it. | just realized that Ro-Na's voice is 
remarkably similar to the one | imagined for my chinchilla. You know, when we, er, 
talked. They weren't long conversations, okay? But if she was saying "raisins" instead 
of "toaster" it'd be just the same. Anyway, Crichton insists that someone should enjoy 
the presents, and he and Katralla can't since they'll be statues. He doesn't even know 
what they are. Maybe the gifts are things statues would like. Ro-Na self-righteously 
explains, "We live to serve, not to possess," and asks what the point of possessing 
things is. Crichton says he owned a lot of things on Earth that were important to him. 
"No more?" Ro-Na chirps. He grumbles, "I live in a converted cell. | don't have a VCR, 
no remote control. Damn, no Charlie Parker albums. And | do miss my '62 T-Bird." 
Ro-Na asks if he misses these things. What did he just say? Crichton answers, "Not 
really. Priorities change." Hello? What did you just say? Ro-Na admits to wondering 
what she would do with wealth, and sounds slightly rabid as she does so. Crichton 
tells her to let him know if he can help. Ro-Na significantly says, "I shall remember 
those words, Highness." He reminds her to call him "John." Ro-Na, distracted by 
visions of raisins, mutters, "Yes, Highness, yes." It seems like this scene would have 
been slightly more interesting if we didn't already know that Scorpius had paid her off. 
Actually, it seems like this scene was originally written to take place earlier, in between 
the scene where she rescued Crichton and Katralla, and the scene with Scorpius. And 
then it got moved to the transport pod for some reason. 
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Katralla is smoothing her hair in a mirror when Jenavia enters and begins her own 
hair-patting session. Jenavia says, "Poor Katralla, so unaware of what it takes." 
Katralla retorts, "To be a slut?" Cat fight! Jenavia sneers, "To keep a man. | heard 
yours ran off rather than marry you." Katralla pointedly notes that someone tried to kill 
Crichton. "Probably my brother. Your fiancee. What does that say about you?" Jenavia 
turns to Katralla and smirks, "That | pick winners." Presumably Jenavia is just trying to 
get a clue as to where Crichton is, so that she'll know if she has to kill Clavor. Katralla 
has time to say, "You disgust me," and then her head is slammed into the mirror. As is 
Jenavia's. By Aeryn, who says, "I don't know what game's being played on this little 
planet of yours, and | don't really care. What | care about is that a good friend of mine 
is not hurt. In any sense of the word. And if he is, | will personally take revenge on 
both of your overly made-up faces." Hee. Aeryn releases the struggling women and 
leaves. Katralla exits through another door, while Jenavia goes back to checking her 
hair while probably thinking, "| could so take her." 

Clavor is whining at Cargn while clutching a large blue pillow for comfort. Heh. He's 
still going on about how Crichton abused him, and swats the pillow before tossing it 
onto a bench. Cargn points out that Clavor's gas attack chased Crichton away so 


Clavor won. Clavor harrumphs that he thought Cargn was behind the death globe, 
and snits, "| wouldn't kill my own sister." So Scorpius snuck the death globe in? Cargn 
observes, "Then you are perhaps unworthy to be regent." He repeats that Crichton's 
gone, and that Katralla's "birthversary" is in two days. "Birthversary." And "weather 
layer." Zhaan had some stiff competition in the "unintentional humor" category, | must 
say. They're interrupted when Chiana enters, walking even more like a marionette 
than usual. Cargn whirls on her, and she sidles past him carefully as she says, "It's so, 
so hard to conduct a conspiracy without privacy. Well, ask me, | should know." Clavor 
asks what she wants, and she hops up on a couch as she introduces herself as a 
Nebari. Clavor clunkily steps onto the couch after her, and she hops off while telling 
Clavor that the Nebari can defeat Command Carriers and cleanse minds. Cargn steps 
off the couch after her and says, "We are both impressed and daunted. By all means, 
Nebari, continue." Chiana nervously tells Cargn that if anything happens to Crichton, 
he should "expect...expect retribution! Yeah. Retribution." Exit Chiana, queen of 
incompetent threats. Clavor, understandably, wonders what the hell that was about, 
and Cargn says that clearly Crichton's friends don't know where he is. He assures 
Clavor, "You are going to rule." Clavor grins. 

-- Page 8 -- 

The transport pod finally docks with the Jakent ship. A guard enters the ship first, with 
his adorable white gun. An alarm blares, and a voice announces, "Intruder alert. 
Twenty seconds to depressurization." Ro-Na dashes past the guards and Crichton, 
turns off the alarm, and turns on the lights. Crichton looks over the interior, which 
doesn't take long. As they all move forward, a shot is fired, and one of the guards 
goes down. The second guard is quickly dispatched as well. Crichton reaches down to 
take the guard's gun, but before he can do so, there's a gun at his head. Ro-Na 
crouches behind something as Crichton turns to see Braca, in a pressure suit, 
grinning at him. Braca smirks, "How disappointing you are in the flesh." Crichton 
admits that he gets that a lot, and gingerly stands up as Braca says, "To think of all 
the energy Scorpius expended on you." Aw, he's jealous! Braca tells Ro-Na to signal 
Scorpius. 

Some time later, Braca guards Crichton as Ro-Na expositions that she's set the 
transport pod adrift so that the Marauder can dock. She wants the rest of her money, 
but Braca says it'll have to wait till Crichton is aboard the Command Carrier. A tweedle 
announces an incoming transmission, and Ro-Na scampers over to answer. Crichton 
hisses at her, "You do not get the toaster!" Scorpius appears via hologram, and Ro-Na 
whines at him about her payment. Scorpius tells Braca to pay her, adding, "At the 
conclusion of the mission, give her something...additional. From me." Ro-Na looks 
delighted, because she doesn't recognize an ominous pause when she hears one. As 
Braca pays Ro-Na, Scorpius turns his attention to Crichton. He mentions that D'Argo 
just paid him a visit. "Of course since | have no idea where you are, he left feeling, 
well... unfulfilled." \f you're working on a Scorpius impression, the trick is to always 
pause before the last word or phrase in a sentence, and then add some creepy 
emphasis. Try it at home! "I would like some milk and...cookies." Crichton asks why 
Scorpius won't leave him alone, and Scorpius reminds us all about the wormhole 
technology, saying that it makes Crichton "unique in the galaxy. And unique is always 
valuable." Scorpius disconnects, and Crichton mutters, "Unique, unique." If he said, 


"Unique New York," I'd be impressed. Instead, he flicks a switch on the console above 
him. Braca snaps, "Stop, or | will shoot you." Crichton asks, "You promise?" and 
stands up. Braca waves the gun around and orders Crichton to sit. Crichton, the gun 
pressed into his chin, argues, "I don't think Scorpy's gonna give you your badge of 
commendation if you shoot 'unique'." Braca takes a step back, points the gun down, 
and threatens to shoot Crichton's limbs off. Good thinking! Except that Crichton 
immediately points out that, unlike a Sebacean, he'll bleed to death. He imitates 
Scorpius saying, "Oh, Officer Braca, what the frell happened?" No, no. Pause and 
emphasis, remember? While Braca ponders that, Crichton grabs the gun muzzle and 
places it solidly against his forehead, yammering, "Let's do this thing!" After a second 
he remembers that Scorpius wants his brain, and moves the gun down to his heart 
instead, sliding it around while instructing, "My right, your left -- my left, your right!" 
Then he moves the gun further down to his crotch, and shouts, "John Wayne Bobbit! 
Vienna Boys Choir!" Braca, always late to the party, moans, "You're insane." Crichton 
moves the gun muzzle up again so it presses against his right palm and suggests, 
"Kill my sex life! Now! Quick!" And then he shoves the gun away, causing Braca to fall 
back, and stomps over to the console. Ro-Na moves to stop him, and Crichton whirls, 
pressing his index finger against his throat. He rasps, "Get back or the white boy gets 
it!" And then in panicky tones he says, "Oh man, don't let him kill me!" Ro-Na backs 
away, trembling, and Crichton finishes his Bugs Bunny routine by dropping his hand 
and grunting, "You people are so dumb." Braca orders Crichton to sit down. He does, 
and promptly starts fiddling with the controls. Ro-Na helpfully identifies the various 
systems he's messing with. The one that gets Braca's attention is "weapons priming." 
He forces Crichton out of the chair and tells Ro-Na to shut down the weapons. 
Crichton lurks in the doorway and heckles as a voice comes through the comms, 
announcing, "You have engaged weapons in a tactical free zone surrounding the 
Royal Planet. Power down your shields and identify yourself immediately." Crichton 
points to the comms and asks if he should get that, and Braca orders him to stay 
back. 
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We cut to a shot of the triangular defense satellites swooshing around the ship, which 
| only mention because it's an excuse to finally start a new paragraph. Crichton does a 
Bill Paxton impression, whining, "We are so screwed, man!" Sure enough, things start 
going boom as the defense system starts firing on the ship. The music gets a little bit 
too dramatic, which undercuts the goofy chaos of what's going on as Crichton dances 
insanely while Braca and Ro-Na panic. Ro-Na shrieks and rushes at Crichton, and he 
tosses her to the floor and does some WWE gestures of triumph. Then the same thing 
happens again, except this time he tosses her against a wall of cabling, and she goes 
sizzle-pop-aieee! Braca tries to move past Crichton, and is tackled. Braca gasps, 
"You're insane!" Crichton retorts, "You just figured that out? | thought that was 
common knowledge!" Braca says they'll both die if they don't get off the ship. Crichton 
asks, "You didn't think | was going alone, did ya?" and slams Braca against a portal -- 
the regular window kind, not the swirly interdimensional kind. But alas, Crichton 
missed the part where Braca made his gun transmogrify into a helmet. To be honest, 
so did |. Nonetheless, Braca swats Crichton with the helmet he's suddenly holding, 
knocking him out of the way. Then he jumps through the hatch and closes it, taking 


the time to shout, "The ship's yours -- but I've got the helmet!" Crichton watches as a 
spacesuited Braca goes floating away. Luckily, Crichton's always calm in a crisis, so 
he just chants, "Frell!" a few dozen times and marches through the disintegrating ship. 
He tries to use the comms to announce who he is, but is chased back by exploding 
tech. He stands in the middle of the ship, and then hears Scorpius say, "Focus, John. 
Panic is unacceptable. You will survive." Crichton doesn't care for this development, 
but Scorpius insists, "You've come too far to die." After a moment, Crichton picks up 
one of the silly white guns and marches toward the airlock. The defense satellites are 
still firing as he stands in the airlock, breathes deeply, and says, "Never get off the 
boat, man!" And then he opens the airlock. 

Crichton spins through space, and the ship explodes behind him. He fires a couple of 
times to steer himself, which...okay, | guess. He goes on drifting and flipping, and now 
he's pale, with bloodshot eyes, but he is getting close to the drifting transport pod. 
Behind him, the ship explodes, giving him the final push to the transport. He clambers 
over to the hatch. 

-- Page 10 -- 

The hatch opens, and Crichton stumbles inside as it closes again. Elapsed time for his 
spacewalk is about 53 seconds, by the way. And the fact that Crichton survived that 
long seems to be plausible. The fact that he remained conscious doesn't, 
unfortunately. Incidentally, if you're ever in an explosive decompression, don't hold 
your breath. And if you ever want to eat anything ever again, don't read about what 
would happen if you held your breath. The more you know [da-daah-da]! Crichton 
makes it a few feet into the pod before he collapses on the floor twitching. Aw, that 
brings back memories. Blood rims his nostrils as he screams in pain. 

Zhaan is walking around Moya with a flashlight. She screams, "Kahaynu, present 
yourself!" Yikes. If | were Kahaynu, I'd stay wherever | was rather than face her right 
now. But I'm not, which is probably for the best. Kahaynu obligingly swirls into being, 
noting that Zhaan has "The spirit of a warrior." No shit. Zhaan retorts that he has the 
spirit of an executioner. She demands that Pilot be provided with a new ship so that 
he doesn't die with Moya. Kahaynu says, "We are not prepared to do more than we 
have. | should say goodbye before it is too late." Zhaan quietly says that this is wrong, 
and then rushes at him. And passes through a cloud of smoke, only to find Kahaynu is 
now smirking behind her. 

Back on Faber'Ge, Crichton is lying in his room with Christmas lights wrapped around 
his skull. | think they're meant to be medical equipment. Or maybe he was feeling 
especially festive after his 327th brush with death. D'Argo sits on the bed wearily and 
says that the Empress isn't going to do anything. He does concede that she's put 
Scorpius, Cargn, and Clavor "on notice." I'd like to have seen that: "No killing 
Crichton! I'm really, really serious this time. Really." D'Argo adds, "Security is so tight 
that last night security burst into my room just as Chiana was, uh, screaming." 
Crichton pulls off the decorations, sits next to D'Argo, and says she's tired of this. 
D'Argo explains, "As a powerful, neutral kingdom, they expel someone during 
coronation it will have negative consequences which will ripple outwards." Crichton 
asks what his options are. They haven't really changed: he can run, or he can marry 
Katralla. Aeryn quietly enters as D'Argo adds that he'll back either move. Crichton 
silently bumps fists with D'Argo and then points at Aeryn. D'Argo looks a question at 


him, and Crichton nods, so D'Argo stands and exits. D'Argo's such a good friend. 
Aeryn opens the conversation by announcing that she's proud of him. When he asks 
why, she sits down facing him and says, "For being Crichton. The Crichton | always 
knew." He sighs, "Getting my ass kicked all over the universe." Aeryn smiles and 
leans in to add, "Getting yourself into a position to get your ass kicked by fighting, 
resisting, never giving up." Crichton's not really in a rah-rah mood. He asks if Aeryn's 
found a way off Faber'Ge, or found a way to chase Scorpius away, or convinced the 
Empress to veto the marriage. He finally sighs, "I'm tired. What am | supposed to do? 
What am | supposed to do when there's no fight left?" Aeryn chokes out, "You run 
away." He fingers a lock of her hair and asks, "With you?" She hesitates before 
answering, "With all of us, together." Crichton looks at her sadly, then pulls his fingers 
away from her hair and lays back on the bed. Aeryn shouts, "You can't just quit!" He 
calmly puts a pillow under his head and says, "I'm not quitting. | just can't go on." 
Aeryn asks, "Was | wrong? You're no longer the Crichton | knew?" He stares at the 
ceiling silently. 
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Aeryn wanders through the bar. Or another place that uses the same set. Dregon is 
draped in scarlet cloth for what | guess is a wedding-related tailoring session. She 
pauses by him and announces, "I'm exploring the Barren Lands, if you think you can 
keep up." She moves on. Dregon disentangles himself from the bolt of fabric, kisses 
the top of his tailor's head, and races after Aeryn. 

Aw! Crichton's all fetal on the foot of his bed. He suddenly sits up, and then rests his 
head in his hands. | guess he had a leg cramp. The soundtrack tweedles mournfully. 
Pilot tells Zhaan, "Moya has slipped from my consciousness. She is gone and | am 
shortly to follow." Zhaan rests her head against Pilot's sadly. Heads on the puppet! 
Pilot clasps Zhaan gently with one of his lobster claws and urges her not to be sad. 
"Moya is right. We are fulfilled." Zhaan sniffs that it's been a pleasure. Pilot slowly 
says, "| am ready now. | have seen the stars." Zhaan kisses him on the, um, 
eyebrow? 

Clavor is trying not to drool as he waits for a synapse to fire. Crichton bops by and 
says, "Hey bro, glad to see you could make it." They are both wearing the bedazzled 
pink suits. Clavor looks at Crichton and then walks away. Don't take it personally, 
Crichton; he's probably reacting to the outfit. Jenavia, who has stuck a silver-plated 
waffle cone in her hair, pokes her head into view and quietly wishes him much fortune. 
Crichton ambles through what we can now see is the pre-wedding gathering. Scorpius 
wanders up and says that Crichton is making a, dot dot dot, mistake. | wonder if that's 
actually a speech impediment. Maybe he just became all evil because he already 
talked that way. Crichton says it's no mistake: "| had one request for a wedding 
present; that you be banned from this planet forever. You know what they said? 'Yes, 
your highness." Scorpius, rather hilariously, makes a faux-abashed face and says, 
"Oh." He exits with a final grin. 

Then music is cued up, and Katralla enters on the arm of some dude that | guess we'll 
assume is the king. She's wearing some scalloped pink nonsense, and also an even 
bigger piece of waffle cone, just to show up Jenavia. Everyone kneels, and then the 
Empress enters wearing the biggest waffle cone of all. Crichton has started to kneel, 
and the Empress quickly whispers, "Not you," into his ear. | guess they didn't have 


time for a rehearsal what with all the attempted assassinations. Katralla is led around 
the room, and touches the hands of the guests as the Empress goes on about 
sacrifice and compassionate governance and so on. She winds things up by saying, 
"To question the ability, the sincerity, or the destiny of this union, rise now, and be 
heard." There's a long pause while half of the guests look around like, "Are you 
gonna? 'Cause | was, but if you want to go first, that's fine." But nobody speaks up, so 
the Empress invites them all to stand and "witness the crux of power pass from one 
generation to the next." Hey, Rygel got all dudded up in pink and red, too. On him it 
looks...well, okay, it actually looks even goofier on him. The Empress concludes by 
telling Crichton and Katralla, "You will now be wed." She gives Scorpius a triumphant 
look, and he hisses to himself. 
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Previously: kissing, arguing, fighting, kerzapping, revealing, decommissioning, 
exploding, decommissioning, sulking, wedding, fossilizing. 

The wedding party has cleared out, and D'Argo, Chiana, Rygel, and Tyno are alone 
with a couple of guards. They admire the statues of Katralla and Crichton. As much as 
one can. Rygel grunts, "I think [Crichton] should have taken his pose more seriously." 
Tyno suggests that Crichton did the best he could. There's a little chatter to establish 
that Scorpius has one day to get out of Dodge, and that they expect Moya to reappear 
once he's gone. Well, Rygel probably doesn't care, because he's planning to stay on 
Faber'Ge. He explains, "Crichton will need advising, and the food's good." Rygel's so 
cute sometimes. D'Argo thinks it's time to say goodbye. Tyno and the guards leave, 
and D'Argo holds a headset to where his ear ought to be and says, "John?" We hear 
Crichton's voice, which sounds as if it's coming through some tin cans. Erm. So they 
have mind-reading communication devices of some kind? That's useful. In fact, it's so 
useful that you'd think somebody would be impressed by it. Maybe it only works on 
statufied people. Anyway, Crichton says that he feels fine, and D'Argo passes that 
along before Crichton adds, "I'd really love to pick my nose." D'Argo tells everyone, 
"He remains without a sense of humor." Considering his circumstances, I'd say he's 
doing pretty well. Crichton asks to speak to Chiana, who says, "You look great in 
bronze." He tells her that she looks great in pink. And, scene. That was kind of 
pointless, wasn't it? | guess it's just so we know that he wasn't killed by the 
transformation, but I'd have assumed that so it seems a bit needless. 

Some time later, the room is empty, and the lights have been dimmed. Clavor snivels 
in, cursing and exclaiming, "I'm gonna topple his statue!" He tries. He fails. So he 
punches Crichton in the head with a metallic "bonk." Then he whimpers in pain. His 
stupidity is truly profound. Cargn enters and dryly suggests "a more permanent tactic." 
Clavor asks what, and Cargn fires up some kind of wrist-mounted light saber and 
neatly slices Crichton's head off. Whoops. The head falls neatly into Clavor's lap. 


Cut to a big green pool of sizzling acid. Cargn and Clavor have moved to a room 
decorated with a lot of hanging chains, a couple of flaming lamps, and the 
aforementioned vat of acid. Cargn asks if Crichton is still alive, and Clavor explains, 
"Each cell is self-encapsulated. As long as the parts stay in their metallized state, he 
can be reconstituted." He adds that his grandfather was broken in half by an 
earthquake, but when he was restored he just had a "severe limp." Cargn holds 
Crichton's head above the vat and declaims, "Foundry acid should ensure this ruler 
fares worse." Clavor grabs the head for some final thoughts. He tells Crichton, "Our 
laws state that a couple must rule together. That's why the crown soon must pass to 
me, because you can't rule with one little head!" With that, he drops Crichton's head 
into the vat, and there's a dramatic cue on the soundtrack which is only slightly 
undercut by the way the head bobs around on the surface of the acid in a way that 
suggests it's made of styrofoam rather than metal. 
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Credits. How do you think the whole "spend eighty years as a statue" tradition began? 
Someone had to be the first, right? Who was ruler while they were out of commission? 
And why eighty years in particular? 

Aeryn and Dregon are out in the Barren Lands. From here, they seem to consist of 
rocky seashore cliffs. Aeryn and Dregon have changed into white outfits with brown 
piping, and Aeryn's carrying some climbing equipment. Oh, dear: rock climbing. Aeryn 
suggests a method of scaling the cliffs, and Dregon agrees. She then tries to pick a 
fight about how agreeable Dregon is and fails, because he's agreeable. She asks 
what Dregon's skill at climbing is, and he says he's been rated expert. Then he grabs 
Aeryn, swings her into a dip, and kisses her. Aeryn doesn't react except to ask if that's 
another local custom: "Kiss your climbing partner?" Dregon says, "Different local 
custom. Kiss women you're attracted to." Aeryn pretty much ignores the whole thing 
and they get ready to start climbing. 

The court has discovered that Crichton's been decapitated, and the Empress is 
threatening to do the same to whoever is responsible. D'Argo interjects, "Surely you 
don't think --" and then the Empress interrupts him. She says that the planet is under 
"stringent law" and that no one can leave or communicate with their ships until 
Crichton is restored. And then she sweeps out. Everyone else is pretty calm about the 
situation, all things considered. Maybe they figure it's just a fraternity prank. Tyno asks 
where Aeryn is, and Rygel sounds way too defensive as he says, "We don't know!" 
Tyno notes, "She was upset that Crichton was to marry the Princess. | saw it with my 
own eyes." D'Argo tries again: "You cannot possibly think -- " and is interrupted again. 
Poor D'Argo. Rygel thinks Scorpius is to blame. Tyno lectures, "Everyone is suspect, 
especially off-worlders. If Prince Clavor assumes the throne, | cannot guarantee your 
safety." Rygel moans, frightened. Tyno tells them to find Crichton's head. 

Back in the -- what was it again? Oh yes, a foundry. Naturally there's a foundry in the 
Royal Palace. Crichton's head is scooped out of the vat with what looks like a wiffle 
shovel, and dropped to the floor. He's been saved! By...Scorpius! Hooray? Scorpius 
tosses the shovel aside, which is already melting from the acid. Then he picks up the 
head for the obligatory "Alas, poor Crichton," soliloquy. As he wipes the acid off with a 
cloth -- which | guess is made of stronger stuff than the shovel -- he expositions: "Very 
fortunate | sampled your DNA when you were in the Aurora Chair. There would have 


been no other way to track you." Say, that is fortunate. He mentions that the statue is 
"designed to withstand eighty cycles of airborne corrosives" but three hours in the acid 
was testing the limits. He smirks, "You're beginning to pit." Heh. Then he 
mwah-ha-has about collecting the rest of Crichton's body and finally getting the 
wormhole knowledge. There's a clank in the background, and Scorpius quickly bags 
the head and then rather plaintively calls out, "Who's there?" There's no response, so 
he turns and uses his scary growly voice to repeat the question. And then he's shot 
several times, and collapses. Golly. 
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On Moya, the DRDs are assisting Zhaan as she fiddles with some equipment on the 
Farscape. Kahaynu advises her to use a transport pod to leave. He says, "All life is 
precious. Yours should continue." Zhaan sulks, "And Moya's shouldn't?" Kahaynu 
testily explains about the gunships again, and says that it's time for him to leave. He 
starts hovering away, but Zhaan stomps after him, lecturing, "If Moya's life is to end 
capriciously, and Pilot's also, you and | are going to remain with them!" Kahaynu isn't 
interested in joining the wake. Zhaan ponders for a moment and then tells the DRD, 
"Now! In reverse!" The DRD beeps at the controls and pushes a button. Behind 
Kahaynu, the Farscape's engine whirrs to life and its fan begins sucking up his 
contrail. Zhaan orders him to recommission Moya. Kahaynu says that he can't and 
begs her to turn the engine off. As his form swirls away, Zhaan hisses, "How does it 
feel for your prayers to go unanswered, Kahaynu?" He gasps, and then he, and the 
smoke, are gone. The engine shuts down, and it takes Zhaan about two seconds to 
start repenting. She whispers, "Dear Goddess. In my rage, what have | done?" Zhaan, 
pick an attitude and commit to it, okay? 

Chiana sits up in bed as D'Argo enters. She's wearing a white robe that's kind of 
flocked or something. It's pretty. D'Argo sits down wearily and says, "I cannot find 
Crichton's head anywhere." Hee. It's just a funny line. D'Argo isn't really able to see 
the humor, though. He moans, "I'm the one who talked him into it." Chiana pulls him 
close and reminds him, "We had no other options. You said that yourself. We take 
what we get." 

Cut to Crichton's head, which is pulled out of the bag by Jenavia. She puts on the 
headphones just in time to hear Crichton give a particularly ear-shattering scream, 
and lifts the headphones away with a grimace. Crichton shouts, "My body! My body!" 
She calmly assures him that she's working on it, adding, "If | do this right, your current 
state is not terminal." She's in the statue room, and there's a guard unconscious on 
the floor, which is a nice touch. She fusses with some equipment as Crichton asks 
what happens if it's not done right. "Terminal," Jenavia replies. Crichton snaps at her 
to go find some experts. She says he's too vulnerable to spend time on that. Crichton 
asks if she's got a plan. Jenavia says she's going to "revitalize" him, noting, "Your 
speech abilities are so limited right now you couldn't convince the empress you're a 
headless statue." | like her. She finishes playing with the Stargatery and picks up 
Crichton's head. He says, "Woah, nice dress." Heh. Jenavia says, "Save it. When the 
empress sees you my true fiancee and his Scarran will be in deep dren. Then you can 
be remade into a statue." Crichton is unimpressed by her plan. She plops his head 
onto his body and gives it a sharp twist while muttering about aligning the parts. 
Crichton grunts as if that hurt, which doesn't make any sense, but whatever makes 


him happy. She starts for the controls, and Crichton starts yipping at her to wait a 
second. She pulls off the headphones and presses a switch. One ray of magic light 
later, Crichton is defrosted. He works his jaw and slowly lowers his arm as Jenavia 
asks if he can turn his neck. He moves his head a little, and she asks if he can speak. 
After a few groans, he finally says, "Thank you." She asks if he can walk. He moves to 
stand up, and falls over. That's a no, then. Jenavia rolls her eyes and sighs. 
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Clavor and Cargn are pedeconferencing in the gardens. They're walking really quickly, 
too. | wonder if it's easier for Cargn to stay balanced that way. I'm a little bit obsessed 
with that costume. Anyway, Cargn grumbles that they shouldn't be seen together until 
Clavor is king. Clavor harrumphs that Crichton's body has vanished, and so someone 
must have revitalized him. Cargn asks, "Without his head, is that really a concern?" 
Clavor spits that the data indicates that Crichton's head was reattached beforehand. 
He grabs Cargn by his collar and says, "Do something, oh magnificent representative 
of a supposedly master race, or you will surely die at my mother's hand. And 1? | will 
cheer her on!" As Clavor stomps off, Cargn growls and makes the air go woobly. In 
close-up you can really see all the fine detail on the head. 

Rock climbing, Joel. Out on the cliffs, Aeryn calls down to ask Dregon what's wrong. 
Which is funny, because what's wrong is that he's clinging to the side of a rather 
crumbly cliff hanging over a rocky shore. She's not very observant. Dregon 
unconvincingly insists that he's fine, but doesn't move. Aeryn starts back down as she 
asks if he's injured. Dregon finally confesses, "We're too high!" Oh, kids, never toke 
up before you go mountaineering. Aeryn descends to just above him and asks, 
"You've done this before, haven't you? Is that right? You were rated expert, correct?" 
Dregon confesses, "At the training facility." He's never climbed outside before. Aeryn, 
exasperated, moves down and gets him to grab her hand. Dregon starts to panic. She 
tries to talk him through it as one of his feet slips. He tries to regain his footing, and 
when he slides again Aeryn lets go to steady herself. So he starts clinging to her pant 
cuff as Aeryn shouts, "No, not my leg, the wall! Hold on to the waaaaaall!" And then 
they both plummet off the cliff and down toward the waves. Isn't this what the safety 
line is for? 

While the various factions are searching for Crichton, Jenavia has taken him camping. 
This is quite the outdoorsy episode. She leads him into a tent packed with supplies, 
and Crichton asks where they are. "Somewhere no one will ever find you," she 
non-answers. He starts to complain about the vagueness of the reply, but decides to 
collapse to the ground instead. Jenavia gives him a kick and confirms that John 
Crichton is his real name. She asks, "And which Sebacean house is that from?" 
Jenavia has changed into a slightly nicer looking version of the climbing outfit Aeryn's 
wearing. Crichton is still in his scarlet wedding clothes. Crichton blearily says, "If | tell 
you, I'll have to kill you." Basically, Jenavia continues pestering him with questions. 
For his part, Crichton tries out some of his best seductive glances while declining to 
provide any answers. Jenavia did notice that Scorpius wasn't acting like someone 
who was on the same side as Crichton, so good for her. She sums things up: "If you're 
not Sebacean, you're not Peacekeeper. If you're not Peacekeeper, you're not Special 
Directorate. If you're not Special Directorate, you can't be a Disrupter. And if you're 
not a Disrupter --" She grabs Crichton's neck and pops out one of her pointy weapons. 


The ones on her wrists, | mean. Aiming the blade at his throat she concludes, "-- Then 
you know too much about me." As we fade out, Crichton says, "Oh." Heh. 
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And we fade back in to the same scene because there's no commercial break. During 
the interval, Crichton has apparently explained his situation. Jenavia says, "That's 
either the most pathetic fabrication I've ever heard, or the most pathetic life | could 
ever imagine." Crichton interjects, "Like there aren't some whacked-out antecedents 
to a chick with the stiletto in her wrist." He must be feeling better if he's using phrases 
like "whacked-out antecedents." Jenavia ponders for a moment and retracts her 
blade, releasing him. Crichton says, "Better," and rather hopefully asks if she killed 
Scorpius. Jenavia says, "Leave bodies lying around? They'd look for a killer. It's not 
like he's going to report the assault." She tells him that she saved him because he's 
the best way of keeping the Scarrans from forming an alliance with Faber'Ge. She 
pleads, "If | fail, so many innocent lives will be lost. Help me do my job, and I'll help 
you get what you want, whatever it is." He ponders that and warns, "Things never 
work out like you plan." She smirks, "That's what makes it fun." 

Aeryn has improvised splints immobilizing her left leg. She drags some branches over 
to where Dregon is laying on the beach and slowly eases herself down to the ground. 
Both of them have scrapes and cuts on their faces. Dregon asks if there's another 
way to contact help. There's not. As she adjusts her splints, Aeryn says, "Inland is our 
only hope. Unless of course you want to stay." Dregon begs her not to leave him. 
Aeryn points at him with a knife and snaps, "Don't tempt me!" Okay, so they went rock 
climbing with inadequate safety lines and no means of calling for help if they got into 
trouble. If the Darwin Awards held a banquet, these two would be guests of honor. 
Moya. Zhaan blesses Pilot, who seems to be unconscious. Suddenly the echoey 
voice of Kahaynu says, "Pa'u Zotoh Zhaan!" He swirls into being once more, and a 
disgusted Zhaan observes, "You live." | guess she repented her repentance. Kahaynu 
replies, "As does Moya." The ship's lights begin coming on, and Pilot slowly opens his 
eyes. Zhaan sobs, "What kind of repellant game is this?" Kahaynu says that after 
exploring Moya, he knew she was "a worthy soul." But he needed to know if Zhaan 
was worthy: "These are gentle beasts, who will ultimately follow the directions of those 
in control. Should you desire it, Priestess, you could produce an army of killing 
machines." Pilot weakly says that Zhaan would never do such a thing. Kahaynu 
agrees that Zhaan has demonstrated that she would not let anyone exploit Moya. Did 
she? If you say so. Zhaan doesn't much care about being validated, so she orders 
Kahaynu off the ship. Kahaynu agrees to leave, but says that Moya wants to tell 
Zhaan something first. He raises his hand, and Moya's synthesized voice says, "One 
request." Zhaan smiles and says she'll do anything. "Sing!" Moya throbs. Zhaan 
laughs happily. Aw. Well, all of that made precious little sense, but it is kind of moving 
when Moya talks. 

-- Page 6 -- 

There appears to be a fashion show going on at the bar. I'm not sure. A blonde is 
walking on some kind of platform looking pleased as people applaud. If it is a fashion 
show, that's amusing, because of course they all wear nothing but white. | suppose 
she might be a performer of some kind. D'Argo walks up to Scorpius at the bar and 
asks if he knows where Crichton is. Scorpius doesn''t, but insists, "I'm as anxious to 


find him as you are." D'Argo says, "For his wormhole knowledge,” because it's been 
ten minutes since anyone has mentioned that. | do appreciate that they tried to keep 
the episodes reasonably self-explanatory. | just don't know if each scene needs to be 
self-explanatory. Oh well. Scorpius says, "That's secondary at this point. I'm without 
accompaniment. Totally unarmed. Should the Empress wish to execute us, | have no 
doubt she will succeed." He asks if D'Argo knows Cargn, and also provides Cargn's 
first name: Saskaretski. Or maybe that's his title. Either way, it's fun to say 
"Saskaretski." Less fun to type it, though. Scorpius figures that Cargn and Clavor are 
the most likely suspects in Crichton's latest disappearance. D'Argo asks what 
Scorpius wants, and Scorpius says that if he can take the wormhole knowledge, he'll 
help them get Crichton off of Faber'Ge alive and unharmed. D'Argo skeptically asks, 
"You're half Scarran, aren't you?" Scorpius hmphs that he shouldn't be judged based 
on that. "Because it would find him lacking!" Cargn growls from two feet away. Okay, 
seriously, how do you not notice Cargn walking up to you? Cargn compliments D'Argo 
on coming from "a great race of warriors," and congratulates Scorpius on getting one 
of his agents to marry Katralla. He asks, "How did you defeat my DNA alterations of 
her?" D'Argo says that Crichton and Scorpius aren't allies. Cargn asks, "Have | 
misjudged the situation that badly?" See, it's all just a wacky mix-up! Now they're all 
gonna have a few beers and laugh about the situation. But first Scorpius and Cargn 
have to bicker about the Scarrans forming an alliance with Faber'Ge. Then Cargn 
whirls and asks, "Luxan brute, where is Crichton?" while making his air-wooblifying 
hand gesture. D'Argo falls back against a wall and gasps that he doesn't know. Cargn 
asks if Crichton's been revived, and D'Argo doesn't know that, either. "Is there anyone 
who does?" an exasperated Cargn asks. D'Argo is compelled to say, "Chiana thinks 
she does, but --" Cargn releases him, and D'Argo collapses. Scorpius calmly offers to 
make a deal with Cargn, who growls, "I would rather race you to the Nebari girl." 
Scorpius says, "The means to our goals may be the same." Well, yes. | think that was 
Cargn's point. They trade more barbs about a Peacekeeper-Scarran war, and Cargn 
concludes, "I would still rather race you to the girl." Cargn hurries for the door, while 
Scorpius walks out the opposite way. 

-- Page 7 -- 

Dregon is being jerked across the ground on a litter made of driftwood. He gasps, 
"Please!" Aeryn pauses and asks, "Please stop dragging you?" Dregon whimpers, 
and Aeryn says that she knows it hurts. She asks, "You want it to not hurt?" Dregon 
does. Aeryn says, "Well, next time," and then screams, "hold on to the FRELLING 
WALL!" With that, Aeryn continues dragging a very quiet Dregon. 

Back at the bar, D'Argo races over to Rygel and asks if he's seen Chiana. Rygel 
hiccups as he says, "Have you tried looking under your sheets?" D'Argo explains that 
Scorpius and Cargn may have grabbed her. Rygel says that he and Chiana were 
looking for Crichton, but he had to take a break. "| was so nervous | had to stop for a 
bite. Which I'm too nervous to eat!" He continues hiccuping, and D'Argo rather 
parentally asks what's wrong. In between hiccups, Rygel explains that he learned an 
interesting fact: "The last time the Empress threatened to execute off-worlders -- she 
did!" D'Argo gently grabs Rygel's head to get his attention. Hands on the puppet! He 
explains that Scorpius and Cargn will torture Chiana, and she doesn't actually know 
anything. Rygel offers to float up above the streets to look for her. D'Argo happily 


bustles off as Rygel assures him, "We'll find her!" Okay. So when Cargn was 
interrogating him, D'Argo was cut off before he could finish saying, "Chiana thinks she 
does, but she doesn't." Or something similar. That's fine. But why does Chiana think 
she knows where Crichton is? 

Clavor walks into his gazebo of conspiracies and asks, "What the frell is that?" Cargn 
is standing there with an unconscious Chiana draped over his shoulder. Oh, she's a 
counterbalance! Cargn says that, as he suspected, Chiana didn't know where 
Crichton was. Clavor duhs, "So get rid of her." Cargn thinks he can use Chiana in 
another way. But Clavor is tired of Cargn's schemes and, rather stupidly, says so. 
Cargn tosses Chiana down -- ow! -- and angrily points out that if Crichton doesn't turn 
up by tomorrow, Clavor will be king. Clavor hmphs, "Through no efforts of yours, 
sadly. Which means, | no longer need your allegiance." Cargn isn't getting any 
happier. Clavor says, "My mother knows about us." Oh my. "I can't be married until | 
renounce you." He adds that the Empress is going to start the wedding ceremony with 
the execution of all off-worlders (festive!), so Cargn should be grateful for the warning. 
Cargn hisses that he can't escape. With a "them's the breaks" shrug, Clavor turns to 
leave. Cargn says he has one more question, as as Clavor turns, he makes the 
claw-gesture of wooblitude. Cargn asks, "Do you know that, as promised, | am about 
to kill you?" Clavor screams, "No!" as his face goes from woobly to melty, and he 
collapses. "Yes," says Cargn. 

-- Page 8 -- 

Crichton tells Jenavia, "Just a little tingling in the hands and feet. I'm good to go." 
Jenavia says that there are dangerous animals around at night. Well, actually, what 
she says is, "Local animals are carnivorous after dark." So, during the day they're 
vegetarians? That's peculiar. I'm gonna assume she meant the first version. Crichton 
says they'll leave at dawn then, adding, "| have people to protect." Jenavia says that 
she does, too, and asks if she can trust him. They look at each other intently as 
Crichton slowly says, "I'm a regular boy scout. | do what | have to do." She coos, "I 
assume you do it well." Crichton enters the tent. 

In his room, D'Argo sniffs inquisitively, and then the door opens and Scorpius enters. 
Scorpius says that he's found Cargn, and wants D'Argo's help in killing him. When 
D'Argo asks why he should do that, Scorpius explains that Cargn has Chiana. "And 
you want her." D'Argo asks, "And you don't?" Scorpius just wants Crichton. D'Argo 
says, "He'll die first." Scorpius gets very close to D'Argo and menaces, "You 
underestimate the strength of a relationship. Even your friend does not yet 
understand." 

Back at the campsite, supper is cooking over a fire. And Crichton and Jenavia are 
cooking in the river. They're naked, kissing in the water and splashing around happily. 
Well, it's slightly random, but it's nice that he's finally getting some. 

Later, they're drying out by the fire, and Jenavia removes her egg-necklace saying, "I 
want you to have this." She holds it in front of her and suddenly a bolt of energy 
shoots out and zaps a nearby bush. "A little stuns, and a lot kills." So that's what she 
shot Scorpius with. He takes the necklace gingerly as she warns him that she may not 
be able to protect him from all of the baddies tomorrow. He whispers, "One step at a 
time," thoughtfully, and apparently the first step is more kissing. 


Dregon and Aeryn are camped out by their own campfire, but they're considerably 
less frolicsome. Dregon apologizes for being dumb. He doesn't put it that way, but it's 
what he means. Aeryn asks if he always pursues women he doesn't know. Dregon 
says, "If I'm drawn to them. Would you be lying here, helpless, giving up, if Crichton 
were back there waiting for you?" Aeryn sniffs that he wouldn't understand. Dregon 
asks if her broken leg hurts, and she says she's trained to deal with it. Dregon says, 
"You're not trained to deal with emotions, so you're afraid of them." She looks 
confused as he continues, "Emotional pain. You wear it like a badge. It means you've 
been there. And it can't get callused, because each fresh hurt stings like the first." Oh, 
it can so. Um, I've heard. Aeryn sneers, "Why would you want that?" Dregon 
rhapsodizes, "Because of all the days before it hurts. The good days. When you're in 
love." He says it's too bad Aeryn can't go back and tell Crichton how she feels. Aeryn 
lies down and sniffs that it wouldn't make any difference: "He's a frelling statue." 
Dregon points out that even as a statue, he can hear and see. "He'll know, Aeryn. At 
least he'll know." 

-- Page 9 -- 

Jenavia walks down the corridor of the palace. She's accessorized her usual outfit 
with a horrid bolero jacket. From a hidden nook, Crichton says, "You're late." Jenavia 
smirks, "I'm moving a little slow [sic]." Oh, again, my. Crichton's reclaimed his 
Peacekeeper clothes again. He asks if she's ready, and she says, "I've grieved with 
the best of them." Crichton says it's show time. Jenavia raises her hand to reveal one 
of the vials. Crichton eyes it for a second and says, "We're not compatible." She 
tosses it over her shoulder, smiles, and says, "You always know just what to say." 
Crichton replies, "Not always. Sometimes | know who to say it to." Jenavia smiles 
again, and starts to walk away, telling him to give her a few minutes before he follows. 
Aeryn is making unhappy noises as she slowly hauls Dregon over a sheet of rock. 
Dregon calls to her and points out a figure on the horizon calling ot them. In fact, it is 
the goofy guy who saw Aeryn kiss Rygel. He calls to them, offering help. Aeryn 
moans, "Yes," and eases herself down to the ground to rest. Dregon stammers, "I 
know this didn't turn out like we wanted. | know | was a hindrance. But | was hoping 
we could go out again." Aeryn stares into space, wondering if she really went on this 
whole vision quest just for that lame punchline. 

Jenavia sobs over Clavor's burned body. Tyno says that there was nothing they could 
do. Rygel, near tears himself for a different reason, asks if the Empress knows that 
Cargn is responsible. Tyno says she does, "And he will be the first one put to death." 
"But why the rest of us?" Rygel moans. Tyno snaps, "Because, fool that he was --" he 
pauses to tell Jenavia, "No offense." Heh. Tyno continues, "Prince Clavor was her 
son." | believe he meant to say, "Fool though he was." Or else that makes no sense 
whatsoever. Though it is Farscape, so it's hard to be sure. Tyno says that all 
off-worlders will be executed. Rygel sobs, and then Crichton enters, loudly 
proclaiming, "| feel compelled to disagree with the Empress on that decision." Rygel 
and Tyno greet him with relief. Crichton tells Jenavia, "Sorry about your Prince, but | 
hear he deserved it." She gives him a mighty slap in response, and runs out, bawling. 
Tyno asks who rescued Crichton, and Crichton snaps, "Later!" He asks where 
everyone is. Rygel fills him in: Aeryn's missing, D'Argo is with Scorpius, and they 
believe that the soon-to-be-executed Cargn has captured Chiana. Crichton marches 


for the door, and Tyno asks where he's going. "I don't know; I'll let you know when | 
get there." Exit Crichton. Rygel asks a flummoxed Tyno, "| assume my execution is 
off?" 

-- Page 10 -- 

D'Argo and Scorpius enter the foundry. We can hear Chiana sobbing, and a second 
later we see her chained up and dangling over the acid. She's crying through a gag as 
Cargn steps out of the shadows and warns them to stay back. Scorpius calmly 
informs D'Argo that if they move any closer they'll be in range of Cargn's woobly 
attack. D'Argo says, "There are two of us, and one of him. How badly do you want him 
dead?" Scorpius gives a slight nod, and they separate and start edging around the 
room. Cargn warns them that if they don't stop, he'll kill Chiana. Scorpius asks if 
Chiana told Cargn where Crichton is. Cargn snorts, "Of course not, she doesn't know. 
But she did say you aren't allies, and that in all probability you did not come here to 
impede my plan." Scorpius's voice starts to become harsher as he says, "It must be 
painful to realize you have been defeated - yes, defeated - by nothing more than your 
own suspicions." Cargn mockingly asks if it's too hot for Scorpius. D'Argo asks what's 
happening, and Cargn tells him, "When [Scorpius] becomes incapacitated, | shall turn 
my full attention to you." Scorpius quickly insists that D'Argo shouldn't listen to Cargn. 
Cargn helpfully explains that the Scarran half of Scorpius likes the heat, but the 
Peacekeeper half doesn't. Scorpius clings to the dangling chains to steady himself 
and pants angrily. Cargn continues, "Thermal regulator suit. Cooling rods inserted 
directly into his brain. Tell me the rumors are true. Please tell me your search for 
thermic constancy is tormentful!" That's another weirdly funny line. Scorpius roars and 
rushes at Cargn, who slams him against a wall. Fight! Finally! D'Argo swings across 
the room on one of the chains and joins the fray. Cargn tries to use his wrist-saber to 
slice D'Argo, but D'Argo knocks his arm up. The laser severs one of the chains 
holding Chiana, and she screams as she dangles from one arm over the acid. Cargn 
grabs D'Argo from behind, but D'Argo pushes back with his feet, slamming Cargn 
against a wall and breaking free of his grip. Cargn and D'Argo trade a few more 
blows, and then Cargn knocks D'Argo off his feet. He picks D'Argo up and prepares to 
toss him into the acid. Which is when Crichton races in and starts zapping Cargn with 
Jenavia's necklace. Cargn drops D'Argo and turns to attack Crichton. Crichton zaps 
him some more, but Cargn keeps advancing. A few more shots, and Cargn pauses in 
front of the vat to gasp, "You haven't defeated meeeee!" Crichton sighs, "Obviously 
not...but you dumped me in the acid, so let's see how you like it!" He grabs one of the 
chains and swings over to slam both feet into Cargn's chest. Cargn falls back into the 
acid. He splashes around, his head rears up out of the acid once, and then he just 
gurgles and sinks away. Aw, it's just like when Godzilla was killed with the Oxygen 
Destroyer. Sniff. Crichton looks horrified until Chiana reminds everyone of her 
predicament by screaming again. D'Argo looks up just in time to see the chain holding 
her snap. She plummets, and D'Argo bolts up and leaps across the vat just in time to 
crash into her, knocking her out of danger. They both crash to the ground and cling to 
each other as Crichton, wide-eyed, gasps, "How Batman was that?!" After taking a 
moment to recover, Crichton asks if Scorpius is dead. D'Argo pointedly says, "If he 
isn't, he should be by the time we come out." D'Argo walks out with Chiana wrapped 


around him. Aw. Crichton finds Scorpius, collapsed in the corner. He hauls Scorpius 
over to the acid and holds his head over the edge of the vat. And then he shivers. 
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Flash to Crichton screaming in the Aurora Chair. 

Scorpius stares at the acid swirling inches away from his face as Crichton leans down 
and rasps, "I'm not your enemy. I'm not your friend. You leave me the hell alone, or 
the next time we part, one of us'll be dead." He sounds firm, but his eyes are terrified. 
He releases Scorpius and backs away. Scorpius turns his head to watch as Crichton 
hurries out of the room nervously. As soon as Crichton's gone, Scorpius stands right 
up, clearly not weakened at all. He smirks, and dips his gloved hand in the acid 
playfully with no effect. Exit Scorpius, ominously. 

Crichton's got his leather duster back, and all's right with the world. He's in the statue 
room, explaining to the Empress that he's not going to be fossilized again. Tyno 
watches in the background as the Empress sniffs, "If you're the kind of man who 
would walk away from his own child, we would not want you to rule." Crichton asks 
what she's talking about, and the Empress explains that Katralla is pregnant. Crichton 
insists, "We never --" She says that Katralla was impregnated with the DNA samples 
they took from Crichton, and asks, "Did you really think a system this stable would 
leave so important a detail to chance?" Crichton stares at the Katralla-statue for a 
second and quickly says, "Make me a statue." The Empress teases him about 
changing his mind, and Crichton declares, "A child deserves two parents. My child 
deserves a father." The Empress tells Tyno to arrange for Crichton to be statufied. 
Tyno, pained, says that it can't be done. Crichton and the Empress stare as he 
explains, "Based on our findings, human physiology would not tolerate the process a 
second time." He says that if Crichton tries it again, he'll die. Crichton, furious, says he 
won't live long enough to be there for his family. Tyno snaps, "I know!" and more 
quietly adds, "I'm sorry." Crichton stares at Katralla for a moment, and finally tells Tyno 
to take his place. He says, "Nobody knows me, right? The public? They don't know 
who | am." Tyno agrees. Nobody but the entire wedding party. Whatever. Crichton tells 
the Empress that Tyno will be the next king. She objects Tyno can't have children with 
Katralla, and Crichton snaps, "She's already pregnant. And it satisfies everything that 
you need. And it gives my child a good father." He looks at Katralla again and adds, 
"And they love each other." He picks up the headphones and asks if she's okay with 
the plan. We hear her say, "Yes. Thank you." He apologizes that he won't be there 
when she's revived, and Katralla assures him, "I'll never forget." The Empress gives 
the plan her blessing, as long as no one ever finds out. Crichton smiles, "Good guys 
win for once." He hands the headphones to Tyno and heads for the door, quietly 
adding "...And | have a child that I'll never know." Tyno puts the headphones on and 
calls, "Princess Katralla wants to know if you'd like to see your offspring." Crichton 
freezes for a moment, then turns back and nods. He approaches the Stargate, under 
which stands a little girl. Crichton kneels and says hi. She says, "Hi, are you my dad?" 
He starts to smile as he says that he is. She says, "I love you, Daddy." He pulls her 
close for a hug, and then just stares, drinking in the sight of her. And then she flickers, 
and she's gone. Crichton wearily walks over to Katralla and lightly puts his hand on 
her shoulder for a moment. Then he hurries for the door, and as he passes Tyno he 
says, "You take care of my little girl." 
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Moya swooshes along. Chiana is standing in their shower as she asks D'Argo why 
Crichton spared Scorpius. D'Argo, full of foreshadowing, says, "It was a mistake. One 
| feel will come back to haunt us." Gee, you think? Chiana confirms that Scorpius can't 
follow them, and D'Argo says they're safe for the time being. Chiana wraps a 
shimmery towel around herself as she asks if Crichton told D'Argo what happened to 
Moya. D'Argo says that whatever happened, Zhaan and Pilot aren't talking about it. 
Chiana sits and kisses one of D'Argo's tentacles, then says she's proud of him. D'Argo 
says, "I'm proud of you. You handled yourself well." Chiana giggles, "You handled 
me-self well, too." She asks what's wrong, and D'Argo sighs that he's sad that 
Crichton will never see his daughter again. Chiana observes that it "hits close to 
home." D'Argo says, "The fact that | may never see my son again is a grief | would 
wish upon no one. It pains me to think of what he's going through right now." Chiana 
admits that she feels the same way. After a moment she strokes his face and adds, 
"And you thought we weren't compatible." 

In the maintenance bay, Aeryn has propped her legs up and is lifting herself up and 
down with her arms. | could have just said, "She's exercising,” but I'm too impressed 
to gloss over it. Crichton walks in and heads for the Farscape. He conversationally 
notes that the "surgical reconstructers" patched her leg up nicely. Aeryn says nothing. 
After a moment, Crichton says, "Y'know, | was worried about you when you didn't 
show up for the wedding." He looks over at Aeryn, who keeps bobbing up and down 
silently. He turns back to the ship and more quietly adds, "I'm just glad you're okay." 
Aeryn glances at him quickly, and keeps bobbing. He concludes, "And | have noticed 
that you're not talking to me." Aeryn lowers her legs to the floor and reaches out to 
grab something. Crichton looks up to see that she's holding one of the vials. She 
slowly walks over, holding the vial gingerly like it's nitroglycerin, which it kind of is. Her 
eyes are furious and scared, and looking at her just, ow. High-pitched strings on the 
soundtrack, in case we're not tense enough yet. Crichton takes the vial and places a 
drop on his tongue. He holds it out for her, and she gingerly allows him to put a drop in 
her mouth. | think she's actually trembling like a bunny. Breaks my heart. They lean in 
to each other, and poke their tongues out to touch. And then they kiss deeply, the 
music swells, everything's going to work out for these crazy kids...but then Aeryn 
abruptly pulls her head back. She slowly meets his eyes and now she just looks dead 
inside. Oof. We go to a reverse shot, with her back to us, as Crichton looks at her, 
stonefaced. Aeryn turns to face the camera, and then Claudia Black performs the best 
special effect on this show: she blinks, and her eyes start to light up as her entire 
expression changes. She glances up, her eyes widen and go from empty to joyful, 
and asmall smile starts to spread over her face as she walks away past the camera. 
We push in on Crichton, who makes a face like he's still savoring the taste in his 
mouth, and as he starts to grin and we fade out. And then | exhale. 
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We open with a shot of a very cool chess board that Crichton seems to have put 
together in his spare time. Who knew he was so talented? Actually, now I'm 
wondering if Zhaan built it for him. He's also tossing a sparkly ball back and forth 
between his hands as he stares at the board and mutters, "What are you up to?" 
Aeryn enters and asks what he's doing. Without looking back at her, he duhs that he's 
playing a game. She says it doesn't look very challenging, which is an odd remark to 
make when you don't know the game at all. | guess | could believe that she's judging it 
strictly as a physical test. Except, no, | can't, because a space-faring race like the 
Peacekeepers must value strategic thinking. I'm overthinking this, right? Sorry. 
Crichton says, "Depends on how you play," and leans over the board intently. He 
moves a white knight forward to take a black pawn. Aeryn says he was mumbling 
again. Crichton says he was thinking. Aeryn asks, "About what?" 

Flash of Crichton in the Aurora Chair. Scorpius whispers, "Something to remember 
me by," and pokes a baton into Crichton's head. Crichton screams. 

"Nothin’," Crichton lies. He hops up and starts across the room. With a sigh, Aeryn 
says, "You've told me yourself that your species isn't accustomed to being in space for 
long periods of time. Now, | have seen cases of transit madness before, and if you're 
cracking up --" He finally turns to face her and confidently lies that he's fine. "| don't 
want to talk about it," he insists, which is probably the first true thing he's said in this 
conversation. Exit Crichton, while Aeryn grunts, "The human doesn't want to talk." 
Deep down, | think that she likes that, though. Not consciously, but knowing that he's 
hiding damage of his own makes it easier for her. 

Rygel is hovering through the cargo hold as, over the comms, Zhaan explains that 
D'Argo and Chiana aren't back yet. Rygel snits, "They ran out of places to defile up 
here, so they had to do it in a transport pod." As she strolls down the corridor with 
some bags of produce, Zhaan expositions that the local goods often contain parasites, 
so D'Argo and Chiana are looking for a local solution. Instead of, y'know, just 
shopping somewhere else. Hush, this is the premise we're stuck with. Rygel is 
disgusted, and frets about the "mud-grubbing farmers" they've been trading with. 
There's a twittery noise, and some of the cargo containers near Rygel are knocked 
over by...something. Plot point! 

The transport pod returns to Moya. Cut to Chiana wheeling a barrel-shaped thing, 
draped in a metallic sheet, into the maintenance bay as she announces that their 
parasite problem is solved. Aeryn says, "Rygel's decided to leave us, then, has he?" 
Hey, Aeryn made a joke! Alert the media! And it's a funnier joke than even she knows, 
given the later revelations. Aeryn points out that they're not even sure they have an 
infestation. Chiana says, "That's what this little guy will tell us," and unveils her cargo. 
Cross E.T. with Yoda, and you're getting warm. Add a hint of the baby from It's Alive 
and you've got it. Ugh. The ugly critter stands and peers out of its cage. Chiana 
identifies it as a Vorc. And that's why for three days | had the Swedish Chef in my 
head singing. "Vorc Vorc Vorc!" By day two, I'd have traded that for Scorpius. D'Argo 
says, "We had some problems with our translator microbes and the local merchants" 
-- and that by itself should start a general panic -- "but from what we can gather, this 
little fellow hones in on one specific parasite, and eradicates it." Chiana is holding the 
Vorc now, and it reaches one puppety hand out as she repeats a story about a 
parasite that killed 200 people aboard one ship, leaving behind nothing but cocoons. 


And people still trade with this place? | guess whatever they have to offer is really, 
really tasty. Maybe it's the Uncharted Territory's version of fugu. Aeryn very 
reasonably says that if the danger is that great, they should dump the food they 
picked up. Chiana says, "When you see what this little fella can do --" and is 
interrupted when the Vorc squeals and releases a stream of piss upon D'Argo. D'Argo 
takes a second to realize what's happening, and then moans in disgust. Chiana drops 
the Vorc, who squeaks and skitters off behind some equipment. Aeryn dryly notes, 
"Yeah, that's impressive." 
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The camera swoops into the corridor, where the sparkly ball Crichton was playing with 
rolls across the floor. Crichton strolls in after it, carrying a very long pole with a funky 
thing on the end. | can't tell if it's a weapon or a tool or what. Crichton reenacts 
Caddyshack, saying, "He's a Cinderella boy." The ball is, improbably, spinning in place 
as Crichton approaches and does some color commentary about how "this is a big 
chance for the kid from the Uncharted Territories." He prepares to putt the ball and 
hears a snarl from behind a grating. Crichton asks, "Sparky?" Another growl, and he 
ducks down to peer through the grating as he calls Rygel. Nothing happens for a 
second, and then that samurai robot thing from Brazil leans into the camera and 
bellows angrily. Crichton jumps back and fires through the grating a few times. The 
grate is knocked in, and Crichton peers down the empty space. 

Credits. Shameless plug: The second issue of Casanova should be out around the 
time you see this. Matt Fraction and Gabriel Ba. Image Comics. It's very shiny. 
Crichton, Aeryn, and D'Argo are bickering by the grating of mystery. Crichton insists 
that whatever he saw was eating their food. D'Argo and Aeryn are, not unreasonably, 
wondering if it was just Rygel. Crichton says it wasn't, and D'Argo eventually 
concedes that it could be one of the rumored parasites. Aeryn points out that there's 
no way out of the compartment. There isn't? Why is there a grating leading into a 
sealed compartment? | guess it's like a linen closet. Rygel hovers up and orders them 
all to get away from his food. Ah. D'Argo grabs Rygel and growls, "That food is for all 
of us!" Rygel gags and asks why D'Argo's all stinky. D'Argo snaps, "It's Vorc urine, 
would you like a whiff?" and shoves Rygel's face into his chest. Rygel struggles while 
the others tell Crichton about the Vorc. Crichton wonders if maybe that's what he saw, 
and D'Argo finally releases a very unhappy Rygel while Aeryn describes the Vorc. She 
gestures and says, "It's about this size, naked, with a face like this --" and then she 
puts two crooked fingers over her forehead for its horns, and squishes her face up. 
Crichton says, "No, it was more like tandoori chicken." He asks Pilot if the DRDs can 
help search. 

Zhaan unpacks her bags of groceries. We go to monster-cam, as something ducks 
behind the counter. Zhaan crosses the room to put something away, and monster-cam 
hurries over toward unguarded the bag of food. Zhaan returns, and finds the bag 
knocked over with food spilled out. | assume it's food. It actually looks like stuff that 
you'd find at Lush if they had a "tragic mistakes" bin. With a sigh, Zhaan begins 
shoving the lumps of discolored soap back into her bag. Monster-cam makes chewing 
noises. A canister suddenly falls over, and Zhaan peers around before going to 
investigate. She stoops to get the canister, and suddenly gasps as monster-cam 
rushes at her. 
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Chiana wheels the empty Vorc cage along as she hurries down the corridor, calling for 
Zhaan. She enters the galley and tells Zhaan that the Vorc doesn't like his cage. 
"Well, what does he like?" Zhaan asks. Monster-cam is finally revealed to be the Vorc, 
now cowering in a corner. Zhaan tries to call it, and asks Chiana what its name is. 
Chiana says, "Well, | couldn't just name him, Zhaan. He's a free spirit. You can 
appreciate that." The Vorc wiggles its ears rapidly and eyes a vent in the ceiling. 
Zhaan says that she thinks it's wrong to imprison living creatures, then mutters, 
"There are always exceptions." The Vorc skitters out of reach as Chiana and Zhaan 
try to corner it. This goes on for what feels like a very long time, not helped at all by 
the comedic tooting on the soundtrack. It's unfair that | only mention the soundtrack 
when it's awful. When | don't mention it, assume it's quite good, okay? The Vorc tries 
to make a break for it, dashing across the floor just as Aeryn enters. She promptly 
grabs it by the neck and snaps, "This thing should be out hunting. You can play with it 
later." Chiana asks if it looked like she was playing. Aeryn thinks so, and lectures 
Chiana that the Vorc has to earn its keep. Then she suddenly doubles over, drops the 
Vorc, and examines her belly before growling, "Frelling bit me! That little..." She glares 
at the Vorc, which zips away as fast as it can. Wise move. 

Crichton is idly playing with his ball (hush, now) while making useless suggestions to 
Pilot. Pilot assures him that the DRDs are searching for the parasite, but adds that 
he's skeptical about finding anything. Crichton asks why, and Pilot explains, "Officer 
Sun mentioned that you'd been distracted lately. She believes it's possible that you 
broke into Rygel's food cache and fired at an imaginary enemy while playing some 
sort of game." Crichton grumbles, and Pilot calmly notes that he's never known Aeryn 
to exaggerate. It's kind of rude of Pilot to openly tell Crichton that he trusts Aeryn 
more. He's usually more diplomatic than this. There's a metallic clang, and the camera 
swoops around to show Scorpius hurrying out of frame. Crichton drops the ball and 
unholsters his gun. 

Crichton enters the cargo bay and silently creeps among the storage containers. 
There's a faint rattling from behind some crates. Crichton tenses himself, and swings 
around the crates, leveling his blaster at...Rygel. "Yotz!" gasps Rygel. Crichton asks 
what Rygel's doing, and Rygel huffs, "It's a cargo bay. | was checking my cargo. | was 
told we had parasites on board. Now, would you care to explain why you were trying 
to kill me?" Crichton nervously explains that he thought Rygel was the parasite, and 
exits. Heh. This is one of those episodes that's probably better the second time 
around. The first time, it drags a bit through the first half, but on re-watch it's more fun 
because you can look for hints. Makes it hard to grade, though. Especially because 
the Vorc is so unconvincing. | understand why they can't put as much effort into a 
puppet that they're only going to use for one episode, but yeesh. 
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Chiana roams the corridor, calling, "Yoo-hoo, little Vorc thingy?" D'Argo appears from 
a neighboring corridor and explains that, if there is a parasite, they need to know what 
it looks like, and that's why they need to follow the Vorc. Why do they need to know 
what it looks like? Just to reassure Crichton that it's the same thing he saw? For that 
matter, why can't Pilot locate it? It's almost like Pilot's abilities ebb and flow according 
to the needs of the plot. Wacky. Anyway, while Chiana and D'Argo chat, we go to 


monster-cam for a second and hear snarls as something stares at them from further 
down the corridor. Chiana tells D'Argo, "Fine, you follow the Vorc!" and stomps off. 
D'Argo mimics her, sneering, "You follow the Vorc," and walks away in the opposite 
direction. Great, now I'm imagining the Vorc as Toucan Sam. There's certainly no 
shortage of fruit loops when Crichton's around. 

Aeryn examines the two small punctures below her belly button from the Vorc's bite. 
Still looking down at her torso, she walks into her own cell and then there's a squishy 
sound. She lifts her boot and groans at the sight of some, well, Vorc shit. Wacky toots 
on the soundtrack as she looks up to see the Vorc sitting on her bed. It lifts a finger 
toward its face and wiggles its ears at her. Aeryn moves toward it, ordering, "Get. Off. 
My bed." The Vorc coos at her. She reaches out and shoves her hand into its face like 
she's Cary Grant and it's Katharine Hepburn. As it tumbles, the Vorc says, "Waaah." 
She calls for Chiana, and the Vorc suddenly rears up like a bop bag. "Get off my bed!" 
Aeryn repeats. She shoves it again, and calls for D'Argo. She tells him, "That filthy 
little creature of yours is down in my quarters, and it's using them as a toilet." We cut 
to the sight of the Vorc rocking up and down against Aeryn's leg with an expression of, 
well, deep-seated need. "Among other things," Aeryn adds in a strained voice. D'Argo 
assures her that the Vorc has to become familiar with its environment. Very familiar, 
apparently. Aeryn threatens to toss the Vorc out an airlock. Suddenly the Vorc stops 
humping Aeryn's shin and sniffs the air eagerly. With another burst of ear-flapping, it 
hurries out, squealing. | wish it moved more naturally. | don't need to actually see its 
feet, but even actual Muppets tend to replicate that little sine wave of natural 
movement, whereas this thing zips around like it's riding a skateboard. Aeryn reports 
that the Vorc has picked up a scent. D'Argo breaks into a run, and tells her to follow it. 
Follow its nose -- it always knows! 
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Monster-cam of Chiana doing something with the Vorc cage. She turns upon hearing 
a noise, and asks, "Rygel?" Monster-cam continues to lurk. 

D'Argo and Aeryn trail after the Vorc. D'Argo frets that the parasites are dangerous. 
Aeryn thinks the whole story about parasites was just a trick to get him to buy the 
Vorc. She says she's giving up the chase, but tells D'Argo that the Vorc was headed 
toward the maintenance bay. 

Chiana interrupts over the comms. Rygel is with her, looking frightened. They cower 
behind some crates as she tells D'Argo, "I'm in the maintenance bay, and there's 
some kind of creature right in front of me." We see just a hint of something large 
moving toward Chiana. 

D'Argo turns and runs for the maintenance bay, calling for Crichton and Aeryn to come 
help. Crichton dashes to the rescue. Aeryn reluctantly breaks into a jog. Heh. When 
you put it all together, they probably spent a whole day running up and down the 
corridor for this episode. At different speeds, with different expressions of urgency. | 
bet Anthony Simcoe was happy to escape most of that, since he's in platforms. 
Maintenance bay. Rygel gasps, "Chiana, do something!" Chiana looks at Rygel and 
sniffs, "You do something!" We only get glimpses of the monster from behind, but it 
snarls, and Chiana and Rygel freak out. Chiana backs up against a workbench and 
tells the monster, "We're not gonna hurt you..." as she reaches behind her for 
something weapon-y. Rygel urges, "Now slug him!" 


As he hurries toward the maintenance bay, Crichton tells Chiana not to panic. 

Chiana says it's too late for that, and tries to brain the monster with the tool she's 
picked up. | don't mean Rygel. But the monster easily knocks her down before she 
can connect. Rygel starts to move toward her, and the monster swats her again, 
sliding across the floor into a pillar. We finally see it, sort of. It looks like...well. It looks 
like a midget Alien. It's hard to describe, but whatever you're imagining, make it 
shorter and redder and slightly lamer. | do understand the production difficulties here. 
It's still lame. D'Argo finally arrives, and has to shove some shelves out of the way 
because apparently someone thought it was a good idea to block the doorways. It 
does make him seem much more heroic, though. Rygel calls for D'Argo as the 
monster roars. It suddenly launches itself at D'Argo, and D'Argo makes a "Fuck!" face. 
Then it's clinging to him as he shouts. He knocks the monster away, and it turns and 
starts to run for the door. D'Argo fires his Qualta but misses, and the monster 
escapes. D'Argo, looking dazed, feels his neck and suddenly collapses as Rygel looks 
on helplessly. In retrospect, | do think that's a slight cheat. 
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By the time Crichton arrives, Rygel is poking a finger between D'Argo's lips. Mouth on 
the puppet! Ew. He mutters, "Oh, come on, Luxan, come on. You must not die." 
Crichton checks on Chiana, who's okay, and asks what the hell Rygel's doing. Rygel 
says, "He wasn't breathing. And I'm fine too, thanks for asking." D'Argo distracts us all 
from that by dazedly gasping that the thing Crichton saw is real. Crichton says, "Yeah, 
| Know." Heh. Then D'Argo gasps and starts going into convulsions. Chiana and 
Crichton try to pin him down as Aeryn arrives and calls Zhaan to come help. 

Later, D'Argo is unconscious on an exam table, and Zhaan is waving a fluorescent 
light over him. Being a plant makes her think that light fixes everything. She looks over 
at a nice 3D image of D'Argo's insides and tells Chiana that she's done everything she 
can, "but he appears to have some kind of secondary infection." Chiana frets, and 
Zhaan tells her to either shut up or shove off. Chiana finds a third option, and starts to 
nag Crichton about finding the monster. 

Aeryn and Crichton are prowling around, searching for the monster. Crichton waves 
Aeryn into a cell. They notice crumbs scattered across the floor, and silently advance 
with their guns drawn. The camera follows chittery noises over to the Vorc. Cue the 
syntho-bops of comedy as it sits in a small nook, eating. Aeryn tells Chiana that they 
found the Vorc. Chiana sighs, "That thing's useless." Aeryn points out that it was 
heading for the maintenance bay when she was attacked. Crichton asks, "Isn't the 
Vorc supposed to kill the parasite, not just point it out?" Aeryn wonders how the wee 
Vorc could kill something powerful enough to knock D'Argo out. Crichton says, "We 
could use to flush the parasite out. It could be our bird dog." He reaches into the nook 
to grab the Vorc, but it jumps at him and whines angrily. Crichton nervously heads for 
the door, telling Aeryn that it's her job to bring the Vorc. As he exits, he hisses, "I hate 
critters!" 

D'Argo has woken up, and Chiana leans over his blanketed form. She asks, "You want 
to tell me something?" and leans over as he whispers something in her ear. She 
chuckles, "D'Argo, you're in no condition for sex." D'Argo laughs that it might kill him, 
and then starts coughing. Zhaan is peering through a microscope when she suddenly 
jerks upright and looks horrified. She announces, "D'Argo's been poisoned. There's an 


alien toxin in his blood stream and it's killing him." Is that supposed to be a revelation? 
Something bit him, the bite itself wasn't serious but he's had a horrible reaction -- and 
it took this long to figure out that maybe the bite was poisonous? Man. They should 
consider hiring a real doctor. Chiana asks if Zhaan can make an antidote, and Zhaan 
hesitantly says that she'll try. Given how long it took her to come up with a diagnosis, | 
share her lack of confidence. 
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DRDs move through a dark passageway, searching for the monster. It sucks to be a 
DRD. 

In command, Crichton watches the images the DRDs are transmitting through the 
clam shell. Zhaan tells Crichton that they'll have to capture the monster alive, so that 
she can get a venom sample to develop an antidote. Crichton wonders if the monster 
is camouflaging itself somehow. He asks Pilot, "Have you tried switching the DRDs to 
heat and acoustic mode?" As a DRD sprays a green disco laser down a corridor, Pilot 
says they've tried that with no success. Crichton asks to see cargo bay three, and 
Pilot obligingly punches up the image. Then there's a burst of static, and suddenly 
Scorpius appears in the clam shell. Scorpius says, "You'll never see it coming, John." 
Huh. Zhaan appears to be blow-drying an unconscious D'Argo. Has he had a set and 
rinse yet? Zhaan's the last person you would go to for hair care, honestly. Ah well. 
D'Argo wakes to find himself standing in a recessed wall, which Zhaan explains are 
Moya's neural clusters. She says that Pilot has modified the energy fields into a sort of 
ICU. Zhaan goes on to explain, "The parasite's venom appears to be designed to 
paralyze the nerves and muscles of its prey. Your hearts and lungs have been 
affected." Rygel swoops into the chamber, and D'Argo snaps, "I'm not dead yet. But 
when | do die, Chiana's gonna get all of my possessions." Rygel stiffly asks, "Is it 
unthinkable that | might be here simply to offer the gift of my company to a shipmate 
in need?" "Yes," D'Argo retorts. Zhaan asks Rygel if he's afraid to be alone. Rygel 
snits, "| knew you'd be here. That didn't frighten me; why should blessed solitude?" 
Aeryn carries the Vorc on her back as she walks down the corridor, asking it which 
way she should go. As the Vorc pokes its long, ooky fingers over her face, Aeryn tells 
Crichton, "So far, he's led me to the cockpit of your module, a pool of amnexus fluid, 
and a pile of food cube crumbs." The Vorc manages to stick one of its overly long 
fingers into her mouth, and she removes it with a disgusted expression. | think the 
puppeteers were enjoying themselves a lot on this episode. From his own corridor, 
Crichton says that D'Argo's in bad shape. Aeryn assures him that she'll find the 
monster and shoot it, and Crichton shouts, "No shooting! That's what the sleep gas is 
for!" Aeryn says she knows that, she was just cueing some exposition from Crichton. 
Then she's distracted as the Vorc starts shrieking and struggling against her. She 
finally eases it down onto the floor and instructs it not to go too far. The Vorc twitches 
everything it can twitch, and races away shrieking. 
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D'Argo is hit with another blast of air, and the ship seems to be jolted a bit. Pilot 
announces that the DRDs have found the monster. Aeryn and Crichton start running, 
even though they don't know where they're headed yet. | guess they're figuring they 
might as well build up some momentum. Pilot continues, "It's in the airlock above you, 
Zhaan." He reassuringly adds that he's trying to seal off the tier to catch it. 


The camera swishes past Chiana, who's standing around in a corridor for some 
reason. Zhaan calls for Pilot. Rygel calls for Crichton. And then adds, "Anybody?" 
Heh. The camera swishes past some DRDs. Pilot says, "It's moved out of the air 
shaft. Tier Four." 

A DRD moves into a dark passageway. We get DRD-POV as it looks around. And 
then the monster lunges out, and the image turns to static. Why would it do that? 
Given what we see later, it seems unlikely that the DRD could hurt it. 

Pilot reports that he's lost contact with one of the DRDs. Chiana runs down the 
corridor and then stops suddenly. Crichton runs down another corridor. The monster 
hobbles into a third corridor. We can see more of its body now. It's kind of a walking 
pot roast. 

Chiana runs back the way she came, and straight into the monster. She screams and 
opens fire. Crichton runs toward the sound of her screams, shouting, "Nooooo!" The 
monster scrambles away as Chiana keeps firing. Crichton finally arrives and tackles 
her so that they both fall to the floor. He snaps, "Damn it, Chiana! | don't trust Aeryn to 
wing that thing, and she's a good shot!" He says they have to corner it somewhere so 
they can use the gas grenade. Chiana yells that it was a warning shot, and asks, 
"What did you expect me to use? Harsh language?" She keeps arguing as Crichton 
tells Pilot that they lost the monster. Then he turns back to her and wheedles, "Go 
back to D'Argo, and give him a reason to live." Chiana protests, "And do what? What? 
Sit by him and watch him die? This is the only way | know how to help him." Crichton 
stares at her, and before he can work out whether sarcasm or sincerity will work 
better, Pilot interrupts. The monster is now on tier three and moving fast. Pilot's 
powers really do come and go for no reason, don't they? Crichton and Chiana start 
running again. As Aeryn joins them, she declares that the monster is heading for 
Command. Crichton tells Pilot to seal the exits. Doors swing shut, and Pilot says that 
the monster is trapped. 

Aeryn, Chiana, and Crichton arrive at command. They're each holding a blaster and a 
grenade ready as Crichton tells Pilot, "Open sesame." The door swings open and they 
enter. No monster. They cautiously search, looking in all the nooks and crannies of 
command. Crichton steps into a small alcove and hears a "Hmm." He turns, looking 
resigned, and sees Scorpius smirking at him. "Not now," Crichton whispers. Aeryn 
asks Crichton what's the matter. Crichton returns to the main room and quickly says 
he's fine. They continue poking around, and then Crichton spots something and calls 
Chiana over. The Vorc is lurking in another alcove. Aeryn figures it followed the 
monster into command. "So, where is it?" Crichton asks. The Vorc shakes its head 
and moans. Aeryn tells it to show them the parasite. The Vorc shakes its head like it's 
in Jacob's Ladder and squeals. Then it opens its mouth wider and wider until its 
mouth folds backwards and the monster leaps out of the Vorc's skin and across the 
room. Whoopsie. 
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After taking a moment to recover, Crichton orders, "Grenades!" They pull the pins on 
the grenades and roll them toward the monster, then back away as hazy clouds fill the 
room. The monster bellows and collapses. Crichton asks if the Vorc is the parasite 
they've been hunting. Aeryn grunts, "The only thing | know for certain, is that [Chiana] 


brought it on board." Chiana snaps, "How was | supposed to know?" Crichton reminds 
them that their first priority is getting a venom sample to Zhaan. 

Apothecary. Zhaan reports that she can't find any toxins in the samples she's taken 
from the monster. She says, "| checked down to its hair follicles. | tried every 
technique | know." Rygel says, "I'm sure that didn't take long." Crichton tells him to 
shut up, but Rygel is really starting to seem like the smartest guy on Moya. Even if it's 
not really Rygel. Zhaan wonders if the monster is only poisonous in its Jekyll form, but 
Aeryn remembers that the Vorc bit her without any side effects. Plus, it was in its Hyde 
form when it attacked D'Argo. Crichton asks how long it'll take to go back to the planet 
they got the Vorc from. Is he hoping to trade it in for a store credit? Pilot answers: 32 
hours. Zhaan says that D'Argo won't last that long. 

Chiana is holding D'Argo up in the neural clusters as she fills him in on the latest 
developments. Well, the latest ones that she knows about: the Vorc is the monster, 
and Zhaan's analyzing it. "You're gonna be fine," she insists. He tells her not to lie to 
him. After a moment, Chiana moans, "I brought the frelling thing on board. This is all 
my fault, D'Argo." D'Argo reminds her that they both brought the Vorc onto Moya. 
Crichton and Aeryn pedeconference as he sums up the story so far. Basically, he 
realizes that since the Vorc isn't poisonous, its bite didn't poison D'Argo, which means 
that something else did. He figures that the Vorc is legit, it just uses two forms to hunt. 
Aeryn chimes in, "A smaller, faster form for tracking; a larger, more powerful form for 
attack." They enter the cargo bay as Aeryn asks why it attacked Chiana and D'Argo. 
Crichton figures they scared it, adding, "D'Argo has that affect on everything." We pan 
down to see the Hyde-Vorc trapped in a container. Aeryn points out that they still don't 
know what kind of parasite they're looking for. "Is it an insect, a microorganism, 
another creature like [the Vorc]?" Crichton suggests asking the Vorc, and Aeryn snits 
that it can't talk. Crichton insists that he's onto something: "Why don't we see if we can 
get the incredible Vorc here to understand us?" Aeryn looks dubious. 

-- Page 10 -- 

Jekyll-Vorc looks up at Aeryn and Crichton from inside the container. Crichton tells 
Pilot to "shoot him up." In the interim, they put a DRD in the cage somehow, and it 
injects the unhappy Jekyll-Vorc with translator microbes. Crichton taps on the 
container and over-ennunciates, "We just want to talk to you." Aeryn sighs that this is 
a waste of time, and suggests letting Zhaan dissect the Vorc to see if she missed 
something. Crichton repeats, "Dissect it?" and Aeryn says, "Yeah, | say we kill it." The 
Vorc begins angrily hopping around as it squeals, and Crichton observes, "It 
understands what you're saying. Take it back." Aeryn looks wearily at Crichton, and 
then stiffly assures the Vorc that she doesn't want to kill it. Crichton moans, "That was 
terrible!" He points to the Vorc, still squealing, and says, "Lassie here is trying to 
communicate with us!" Pilot interrupts, "I believe it's asking why." Pilot explains that he 
is used to "non-verbal communication," and that the Vorc doesn't have a real 
language but it can express simple concepts. He translates for the Vorc: "Why pain 
me?" Aeryn asks why it attacked D'Argo. The Vorc shrieks, and Pilot translates, 
"Attack -- defend." Crichton figures that D'Argo attacked the Vorc. Pilot says that the 
Vorc is repeating, "Friend." Crichton asks the Vorc what it wants. Via Pilot, it answers, 
"Bad danger here." Crichton asks if there's a parasite on Moya, and the Vorc starts 
hopping up and down. Aeryn adds, "Are you the parasite?" and as the Vorc squeaks 


at her, Crichton snaps, "The answer to that is no. Who's gonna say yes to that?" 
"Clarifying!" Aeryn retorts. Crichton asks the Vorc if it can help them find the parasite. 
Pilot says, "Hunt the bad. Kill the bad. Free. Pain! No kill I!" Whoa, sorry. | confused 
Pilot with Mr. Spock for second. Aeryn asks if the Vorc wants to go after the parasite. 
The Vorc hops around eagerly. "That's a yes," Crichton observes. He asks Aeryn if 
she trusts the Vorc. She's not sure, but agrees that they're out of options. Crichton 
shows the Vorc his blaster and tells it, "You make one wrong move, | will shoot you. 
You understand 'shoot'? Ka-tow, ka-tow, ka-tow. Little bolts of light. 'OQuuuuch." He's a 
gifted storyteller. 

Cut to the Vorc, ambling down a corridor, sniffing the air and fluttering its ears. 
Crichton and Aeryn trail behind it. Crichton asks Pilot to turn down the "atmospheric 
scrubbers" so that the Vorc can catch a scent. Rygel bitches via the comms, 
"Crichton, have you taken leave of your senses? | don't expect much from Aeryn, but 
you --" Crichton tells Rygel, "Lock yourself in your room and do whatever the hell it is 
you do in there by yourself." The Vorc suddenly stops, and then pukes up its Mr. Hyde 
self, which disappears through a grating. Crichton peers down the vent and shouts, 
"We had a deal! You were supposed to lead us to it!" 
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Rygel ignores Crichton's suggestion and instead zips down a corridor, ordering Pilot to 
prepare a transport for him. Pilot says he's a little busy right now. Rygel stops as 
there's a roar from somewhere in front of him. He whimpers, "Help? Anybody? Help?" 
and starts scooting backward. Pilot calls, "Rygel? Are you there?" 

Aeryn and Crichton race down the corridor again, and Aeryn tells Rygel that the Vorc 
is after the parasite, not him. Rygel says it's getting closer. As they all reach the cargo 
bay, Rygel gasps, "Crichton, you said I'd be safe!" Across the room, Aeryn and 
Crichton slowly move through the piles of containers as Crichton calmly tells the Vorc 
that Rygel is a friend. Rygel urges them to kill it as the Vorc lumbers closer to him. 
Crichton says, "It's just looking for a gopher, man." The Vorc continues growling from 
the shadows as Aeryn and Crichton inch nearer. And then the Vorc jumps out at 
Rygel, who gasps in terror. Suddenly Rygel gets pissed, and his brows come down 
angrily, and yet somehow he's even cuter. Aeryn and Crichton race over as Rygel 
jumps off his sled and lunges at the Vorc. Aeryn and Crichton scream, "No, get off 
him, no!" and it's not clear which puppet they're talking to, but it doesn't really matter. 
They start shooting, and the Vorc shakes Rygel off. He collapses to the floor as Aeryn 
and Crichton continue shooting at the escaping Vorc. Then they go to Rygel, who 
shakily looks up at them and wheezes, "Help meeeee..." Is there a Gepetto in the 
house? 

It's Rygel's turn for the exam table and fluorescent light treatment. This is really where 
things fall apart for me; the scan Zhaan does should detect many, many things wrong 
here. Ah well. Rygel whimpers that he's cold, and Crichton explains that he's going 
into shock. Crichton's bedside manner needs work. Rygel tells Crichton that this is his 
fault, and | think Ben Browder was unable to contain his amusement at the dying 
puppet. It doesn't seem quite in character for Crichton to look as amused as he does 
here. Zhaan and Crichton step away from Rygel's bed, and she reports that Rygel's 
injuries show the same toxin that she found in D'Argo. Crichton points out that the 
Vorc isn't poisonous, and Zhaan figures she was wrong. That part's plausible. While 


they chat, Chiana is staring sadly at D'Argo, who's back in a nearby bed. Crichton 
asks, "If | bring it in dead, is there any possibility that you can make an anti-venom?" 
Zhaan says maybe. Bets? Crichton goes over to D'Argo and asks how he's doing. 
D'Argo blearily looks at Crichton for a second and then gasps, "Find my son." Crichton 
insists, "We'll find him together." 
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Crichton and Aeryn are following traces of green goo on the floor. "Blood. | knew we 
hit it," Aeryn enthuses. Crichton calls dibs on killing the Vorc. "We'll see, "Aeryn says, 
and peers around a corner. As she does, Crichton sees Scorpius shadowing her 
movements. Scorpius turns and grins at Crichton. Crichton quickly draws and fires, 
blasting a bulkhead a foot away from Aeryn. She whirls and gasps, "What the frell was 
that for?" Crichton blinks and says, "It was nothing; just clearing my head." Aeryn 
glares at him, but then there's a growl and the Hyde-Vorc rushes past a doorway 
nearby. 

Aeryn and Crichton chase the Hyde-Vorc. They come to an intersection and realize 
that there's no blood trail to follow. They each start to move down a different corridor, 
and then Crichton says, "No, no, we are not splitting up!" While they start to bicker, 
there's a grunt, and they turn to see the Hyde-Vorc running away. They open fire and 
start chasing it, but then Crichton says, "That thing just gave us the slip. Why would it 
come back for us, unless it was leading us --" "Into a trap, what else?" Aeryn finishes. 
Maybe it's just tired of listening to you argue. But after a second, Crichton says, 
"Right. As long as we both know." With that settled, they hurry after the Hyde-Vorc. 
Cargo bay again. Aeryn and Crichton edge through the crates again. There are growls 
and rustles in the shadows again. Maybe they should invest in better lighting for the 
cargo bays. It might save time. The Vorc is lurking in a back corner, and Crichton and 
Aeryn manage to jump out and get several direct hits. The Vorc collapses. It flails at 
them feebly and growls a little. Aeryn says they've got to get it to Zhaan. Crichton 
asks, "What is that?" He nods at something nearby, and Aeryn turns to look at a large 
black cocoon that's fused to the side of a nearby crate. 

Chiana has fallen asleep, draped across D'Argo. Given that he's having trouble 
breathing, | don't know if he really needs more weight on his chest, but | guess it's the 
thought that counts. Zhaan is examining a slide under the microscope. We pan over 
Rygel, who suddenly opens his eyes just as bugs pop out of his face, skitter around, 
and pop back into his face. That's about twelve of my nightmares combined, so 
thanks for that, Farscape. 

Cargo bay. Aeryn remembers that the parasites were reported to build cocoons. 
Crichton says, "It led us here to see this." The Vorc flails about some more, and 
Crichton and Aeryn move out of the way as it reaches one limb up to the cocoon. It 
slices the cocoon open, and inside we see a very sad, damp Rygel. Aw! Crichton 
frowns, "Holy body snatchers! Start talking." 
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Apothecary. Rygel groans and starts to sit up behind Zhaan. 

Cargo bay. Rygel gasps, "That frelling thing went through my mouth. Could barely 
frelling breathe!" He says it built the cocoon around him to keep him as a meal for its 
offspring. Crichton shoves his blaster against Rygel and asks, "How do | know you're 
Rygel?" Cue the squeaky flatulence. Rygel whimpers at a higher pitch. Crichton 


wordlessly looks at Aeryn, and they both start running. With his helium-altered voice, 
Rygel calls, "Where are you gooooing?" 

Another race down the corridor. Aeryn tells Zhaan to get out of the apothecary. 
Crichton adds, "It's not Rygel, it's the parasite!" Zhaan turns just in time to see the 
fake Rygel launch itself at her, knocking her down. Chiana wakes up as Zhaan 
screams. The fake Rygel's face starts to sort of...bubble...as Crichton and Aeryn 
arrive. Crichton pulls Rygel off Zhaan and tosses him across the room, toward D'Argo 
and Chiana. Chiana says, "Rygel?" and then takes in the sight of Aeryn and Crichton 
aiming guns in her direction. She falls on top of D'Argo as they open fire. Rygel takes 
a couple of direct hits, and bits of his head seem to disintegrate. Then he suddenly 
collapses into nothing. Just like Obi-Wan did. Only shorter. And grosser, since a 
second later a kajillion little bugs skitter out from under Rygel's cloak. Er. | guess that's 
a spare. Okay. The bugs race toward Crichton, Aeryn, and Zhaan. Crichton tosses 
Aeryn his gun and moves to grab something. Aeryn starts shooting as Crichton pulls a 
hose out of the wall. | think it's a fire extinguisher. Let's just assume so, to simplify 
things. He starts spraying the floor while Aeryn keeps firing. After a minute, they stop, 
and the clouds of vapor slowly fade away to reveal that the floor is now carpeted with 
frozen, dead bugs. Aeryn crunches one under her boot in a satisfying way. From her 
perch on D'Argo's sickbed, Chiana asks, "What the frell is that?” Aeryn and Crichton 
look at her and chorus, "Sorry about the mess." They give each other a "Jinx!" look, 
and march away before Zhaan can demand they help sweep up the bugs. If | was 
Chiana, | would be staying on that bed for quite a while. Ew. 

Some time later, Rygel is wrapped in a blanket as he explains that the parasite was in 
a crate he was "inspecting." He says, "It was actually feeding off my essence, my 
thoughts." The bugs certainly aren't discriminating diners. D'Argo says that he 
remembers the other Rygel standing over him after he was attacked by the Vorc. 
Chiana wonders why the parasite didn't imitate D'Argo. Zhaan says, "| suspect it tried, 
but D'Argo's reaction to the venom was so strong, it didn't have enough time to 
complete its task." Rygel asks how they possibly could have been taken in by the 
imitation, and D'Argo says it was a perfect copy of him. Rygel sniffs, "Perhaps to 
undiscerning observers like yourselves. Fortunately, that courageous Vorc was here to 
rescue me!" Well, that answers all of the questions. Except, of course, how Zhaan 
was able to come up with an antidote when all of the bugs were killed. 

-- Page 14 - 

Cargo bay. Aeryn is sitting on the floor, holding the Jekyll-Vorc tenderly, with Crichton 
beside her. Pilot tells them that the Vorc is happy. Aeryn isn't happy, even though 
Crichton's supportively resting his hand on her shoulder. The Vorc whimpers a little. 
Pilot translates, "End. End.' He knows his time is near." Aeryn looks at the Vorc and 
says, "| am so, so sorry." The Vorc reaches up and brushes Aeryn's chin with one long 
finger. Which should be sweet, but it just kinda looks like it's poking at her. It strokes 
her face gently, and then closes its eyes and dies. Which means Aeryn's covered with 
Vorc shit. Again. As Brock says, they never show that part on TV. Crichton leans his 
head down to Aeryn's shoulder, which is sweet. Unless he's just sniffing her leather 
vest to block out the smell of Vorc poo. 

Later, Crichton is back at his chess game. He moves a white pawn to take what | think 
is a black bishop. Aeryn watches quietly. As Crichton moves around to examine the 


board from another angle, she says, "When we were hunting, you almost blew my 
head off. That was a bad shot, even for you." He nods agreeably, and finally asks, 
"What's your point?" She wants to know what he was shooting at. Black knight takes 
white pawn. Crichton moves back to the other side of the board as he says, "I've been 
having these...well, | wouldn't exactly call them hallucinations. I've been having these 
flashes of Scorpius." Aeryn nods and asks, "Like memories?" Crichton says no, it's 
like Scorpius is talking to him. He explains, "Have you ever been in a crowded room, 
and everybody's talking all at the same time, so you can't hear anybody? And 
suddenly someone says your name, and then, like crystal, you hear every word they 
say. No matter how far away they are, it's like they're talking only to you." Aeryn tries 
not to look worried as she talks to her crazy-ass boyfriend, and asks what Scorpius is 
saying. Crichton tells her, "He says he's gonna get me. He says he already has, | just 
don't know it yet." Aeryn asks why he didn't kill Scorpius. Crichton stares dreamily at 
the chessboard and says, "I tried," and his voice always gets me there. He says that 
something stopped him. Aeryn starts to say, "If you need help --" but Crichton cuts her 
off. "I'll ask. Just like you do." Oh, good. He meets her eyes and starts to chuckle as 
he assures her, "I'm not gonna lose my mind! It's all I've got left." Aeryn smiles and 
looks like she's about to start bawling for a second. She puts down the pawn she was 
idly toying with and exits. Crichton continues to stare at the chessboard. Scorpius 
whispers, "You'll never see it coming, John. When the trap closes, it'll be too late." 
"You think?" Crichton sneers, and moves a white knight, taking another pawn. 
"Checkmate. You lose," he says. The music gets all Lynchian and creepy as Scorpius 
reaches into the frame and sets the black king on its side. He sits at the table and 
smirks, "That wasn't the trap that | meant." We go a wide shot, showing Crichton 
alone at the chessboard. 
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The Space Shuttle Collaroy lifts off from Canaveral. Again. No offense to the Aussies, 
but "Collaroy" is an awful name for a shuttle. This shot always makes me think of 
Odyssey magazine. Which, Google tells me, has changed a tad over the past couple 
of decades. Anyway, so the shuttle takes off. Whoosh. 

Cut to the Farscape dropping out of the shuttle's cargo bay. "Go for insertion," fwoom, 
cue the electromagnetic wave, "Abort," flash. Et cetera. 

Close-up on Crichton's upside-down eyeball. We pull back and spin to see that he's 
lying on an exam table with EEG monitors pasted to him. Pa Crichton is there, 
finishing up a phone call. When Crichton starts to peel the electrodes off his face, Pa 
calls for a nurse and asks Crichton how he feels. Crichton sweatily says, "Hot. Dizzy. 
Kind of feel like I've been hit by a house." Pa offers some soothing words, and leans 


down for a hug. Crichton promptly swings Pa over the table to the floor. | do admire 
Pa for having the presence of mind to shout, "What are you doing?" even as he's 
getting flipped. Then he just says, "Aaa!" Crichton continues to attack, shouting, "I'm 
not your son!" Some orderlies hurry in and haul Crichton back onto the table, and we 
see someone pull out a very large needle. We pan up to see that the doctor is, in fact, 
Aeryn. Sort of. She's wearing a white coat, there's a stethoscope draped around her 
neck, and her hair is wavy. She calmly tells the orderly, "We'll need full restraints, and 
can you get me a clean IV, please?" Crichton moans, "This is not real..." 

Credits. Shameless plug: You Are Dumb. Not you, of course. 

We return to Crichton, now strapped down to the table. He wheedles, "Aeryn, honey? 
Could you get me out of these straps?" He says that the last thing he remembers was 
visiting a commerce planet. Aeryn throatily introduces herself as Doctor Bettina 
Fairchild. I'm going to stick to calling her Aeryn, because there's more than enough to 
be confused about here. Let's all wish Keckler luck dealing with "Out of Their Minds," 
shall we? Aeryn checks Crichton's pupils and reports that he doesn't have any brain 
damage, although he does have a fever. Crichton stage-whispers, "Are they listening 
to us? Is that why you can't talk?" She sighs, "Violent, and now paranoid. Perhaps 
another CAT scan would be indicated." He apologetically says he "fuzzed out" for a 
minute, and asks what day it is. Aeryn says that it's Monday, a week after his 
crash-landing of the Farscape. Crichton says that he doesn't remember the crash, but 
he had a nightmare about being on a ship full of aliens. She asks if that's why he 
attacked Pa. He explains, "He looked like he was human, but he had alien goo on the 
inside. It was pretty freaky, huh?" Aeryn has no comment. Crichton repeats that he's 
fine now, and asks her to undo the straps. She asks why he called her Aeryn. Crichton 
explains, "Old girlfriend. You look a lot like her. Except you have prettier hair." Smooth. 
He follows that up by saying he wants to apologize to Pa for that whole assault thing. 
Aeryn says that Pa has retreated to the lounge, and waves an orderly over to undo 
the straps. 
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Crichton enters the hospital hallway, having changed into jeans, a white tee, and a 
black sweat jacket. He suddenly stops and whistles knowingly, then says, "Won't get 
fooled again!" as the camera pans over to reveal the door to the women's bathroom. 
We have a title! He swings the door open and marches in just as a woman in a pink 
robe steps out of a stall. The woman does not approve. Crichton apologizes, "Thought 
it was co-ed," and exits. As he leaves, we hear the woman say, "Co-ed? What planet 
are you from?" "Not this one," Crichton mutters, and walks on. He borrows a 
newspaper from a passersby in the hall and looks over the headlines. "Gator Victim 
Number Six." Wow, | bet Baltar's gonna go all Captain Hook now. Crichton continues, 
"Last week it was five. They're getting the details right." He walks on, opening the 
paper so that we can see that it's the Orlando Herald. The killer gator story takes up 
the whole front page. Slow week in Orlando. 

Crichton finally reaches the snazziest waiting room ever, lined with huge windows 
opening onto a nice view of the coast. Pa is there, and Crichton apologizes for his 
behavior. Pa waves that aside, saying, "You've been through a lot. | lost it myself 
when your mother died." The piano of foreboding plinks as Crichton stares at Pa. The 
foreboding is interrupted by DK, who greets Crichton by calling, "Papa Bear!" Oh my. 


Crichton feigns delight and kind of rolls his eyes as he says, "Hey, you made it this 
time!" And he got a new hairstyle. Well, | guess it has been a week. DK and Pa 
exposition about the crash a bit. Crichton's bored with the whole scenario, and with a 
shrug asks what DK wants him to do. DK says that Aeryn wants Crichton to get a 
psychiatric evaluation from one Doctor Cominsky. 

Cut to a dark office lined with bookcases. Crichton stands next to a shiny fan as he 
eyes some diplomas on the wall. He mutters that it's warm, and then sits at the desk. 
He picks up the phone and dials, then starts rooting through the desk drawer as he 
says, "I'd like to order a pizza. Um, medium. Deluxe." He moves the phone away from 
his mouth and mutters, "These guys are good." We hear a door close, and Crichton 
stares as Zhaan enters. She's still blue, and still bald, but she's wearing a shiny suit 
over a white blouse. Because she's Dr. Cominsky now. She approaches the desk and 
Crichton stops goggling long enough to say, "Zhaan." She asks if that's a name or an 
adjective. He hangs up the phone and says it's a name as he gets up and crosses the 
room. Crichton pours herself a glass of water from a handy pitcher and confirms that 
she's a psychiatrist. He sniffs, "I don't think so. On earth, psychiatrists don't come in 
blue." Zhaan sits on the edge of her desk and asks, "Do you have a problem with 
people of color?" Heh. Crichton explains, "| have a contextual problem. You're an 
alien." Zhaan cops to that, but notes, "| do have a green card." 
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Crichton: Are you or are you not blue? 

Zhaan: Would it matter to you if | was? 

Crichton: Do you always answer a question with a question? 

Zhaan: Does that bother you? 

| think she's really Eliza. Crichton, exasperated and also rather sweaty, says that she's 
a plant, and that they once shared unity. Zhaan smirks, "Interesting euphemism." 
Crichton gulps down his water and tells her to put her hands on his face. They do the 
unity vogue moves, there's a second of mystic music, and then... zilch. Crichton pulls 
his hands away and sighs, "Damn." He sits down on a leather couch and gripes that 
he was hoping for an ally. Zhaan, concerned, asks, "You feel you don't have any 
allies?" He says no, "and [his] enemies haven't revealed themselves yet." He goes 
over the suspects: "The Ancients? Nah, they picked my brain already. Maldis? Not his 
style. Not gothic enough. Delvians! Mm, yeah, Occam's Razor. Tahleen and her 
wacky bunch!" While he babbles on, Zhaan tells her secretary, "Cancel my three 
o'clock appointment. In fact, cancel the rest of my day." 

Crichton hustles out onto a parking deck, where DK is waiting for him. Crichton rolls 
his eyes and tries to hurry along as DK asks how the session went. Crichton says he 
told Zhaan/Cominsky "everything she wanted to hear," and that he's fine now. A sporty 
red convertible races up nearby, tires squealing and radio blasting smooth jazz. Odd 
music to blast, really. Someone shouts, "Yeaaaaah, woo!" as the car spins to a stop. 
Crichton stares as the door opens, and we see white platform golf shoes lowered out 
of the car. Pan up: pleated pants, a mod shirt, and D'Argo's head. Man, that's jarring. 
D'Argo suaves, "Ladiessss," at some nearby girls dressed in tan military uniform. 
Weird. Oh, wait, | get it: they're a cute pack of khaki WACs who'll give D'Argo a bone. 
DK identifies D'Argo: "Gary Ragel. Newest hotshot to come out of [ASA astronaut 
training. Watch your back, he's got ambition." Oh no, ambition! Crichton points out that 


Gary also has tentacles, but DK calmly says it's just "a lifestyle choice." He adds that 
the guy is a jerk, just as D'Argo/Gary makes his way over for high fives and invites 
them out for some beer. DK sniffs that they don't have time for beer. Crichton's willing, 
though. As long as he can drive. D'Argo agreeably tosses him the car keys and grabs 
Dk's head as he smirks, "My friend, one thing you're gonna have to learn: there is 
always time for beer." He's not wrong. 
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Cut to a dark bar. Crichton and D'Argo have settled at a table with a pitcher of beer. 
Crichton announces that he has a theory. Does it involve bunnies? He says, "I am 
some alien's personal science project." | was close. D'Argo chortles, "| so know how 
you feel," and suggests they get another drink. Even though there's still beer in his 
mug. And in the pitcher. Crichton insists that he's going to sabotage the scheme by 
refusing to react to the weirdness. Yeah, like he has that kind of self-control. In the 
background behind Crichton there's a band playing a bass-heavy jazz number, and 
because I've watched too much Twin Peaks, | start to suspect that they're in Canada. 
Crichton turns around in his seat and stares. Scorpius, wearing a blue vest over his 
usual get-up, is playing the drums in the combo. Pilot is playing bongos and a 
keyboard. Aeryn suddenly pulls Crichton's head backwards as she drunkenly tells him 
to buy her a drink. He enthuses, "Oh. My. God. The off-duty doctor joined us!" and 
introduces her to D'Argo. They trade "hi"s, and then Aeryn sits on D'Argo's lap and 
gives him a long kiss. Crichton tensely asks if they know each other. Aeryn frowns at 
him, "No." D'Argo loudly calls for more drinks, and at least their mugs seem to be 
empty this time. Crichton sulkily heads to the bar to get another round. 

At the bar, Crichton runs into Scorpius. Who is not wearing a vest. Crichton glances 
back at the band, and the other Scorpius is still playing drums there. Crichton 
continues refusing to care, polishes off the rest of his beer, and asks the bartender for 
another pitcher. Then he tensely tells Scorpius, "Dig your style, Ringo." Scorpius 
starts to say that there isn't much time, and Crichton interrupts: "Twins. Pity your 
mother." As, in fact, he should. Scorpius insists that the drummer isn't real. Crichton 
asks, "So, what's your name? Who do you play in this fun house?" Scorpius says that 
he is, of course, Scorpius. The soundtrack gets ominous as Crichton observes, "You 
got no Halloween costume, got no assumed name. You're not playing a role. That 
suggests something to me. That suggests that you are --" He suddenly shoves 
Scorpius into the bar and snaps, "The man behind the curtain!" Scorpius calmly says 
that actually, he's the only one who can help. Crichton angrily asks if Scorpius is 
looking for wormholes again. Scorpius glances toward the camera and says that he 
has to leave. Crichton disagrees, and shoves Scorpius across the floor. As Scorpius 
stumbles out of the shot, Crichton freezes and shudders. He gasps as if choking, and 
the soundtrack pulses with static as he collapses onto a table. D'Argo and Aeryn 
glance over, and Crichton opens his eyes to look at Scorpius playing the drums. Zoom 
in on Crichton's eye, and we see Scorpius's face replacing his pupil. And also his iris. 
It's like Scorpius is a little nesting doll! Aw. They should totally make a nesting doll 
that's like, Moya, and inside it the Farscape, and inside it Crichton, and inside him 
Scorpius/Harvey, and then you just keep layering Crichtons and Scorpiuses 
("Scorpii"?) until you're using tweezers. 
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Now Crichton's back at Zhaan/Cominsky's office, lying on the couch. He sighs, "You're 
not Zhaan and you're not a psychiatrist, but you're as close as we'll get to either one." 
Zhaan sniffs, "I'm flattered, somewhat." Crichton growls, "Somebody is gaslighting me. 
It's probably Scorpy." He mentions that he's been having "hot flashes" of Scorpius 
ever since the Aurora Chair, and idly wonders if he's really supposed to believe that 
he never went through the wormhole. He sits up suddenly and admits, "They didn't 
make the mistakes that the last guys made. Even Aeryn. Even Aeryn, | could have 
bought. Probably not, but | could've bought it." He sighs that he misses Moya. "A ship 
full of aliens becomes so normal." Zhaan notes that there is another explanation for 
what Crichton is experiencing. He sighs, "Yeah, I'm still on Moya. I'm gibbering. I'm 
drooling. And everybody's wondering what finally made me snap." Oh, honey, | think 
they're more likely to be wondering why it didn't happen sooner. 

Parking deck. Crichton is playfully climbing on the guardrail. In the background a 
space shuttle stands on the launch pad while a helicopter flies past. Pa Crichton and 
DK arrive with some news: "IASA's brought in a new Project Administrator. A Douglas 
Logan." DK says that Logan is "a tough bastard." I'm distracted by DK's earring, which 
doesn't go with his preppy haircut. Crichton asks what Logan looks like: "Thin face, 
pale skin, bad set of choppers, likes leather?" Pa says he's never met the man. 
Crichton's eager to meet Logan, and off they go. 

Crichton stands in a well-appointed office, admiring the decor. Rygel zooms up to the 
desk in an electric wheelchair. Wearing a suit. And smoking a cigar. Crichton recoils, 
understandably, and then happily gasps, "Guido! You're here!" As Pa and DK walk in, 
Crichton claps "Logan" on the back and grabs his cigar. Pa starts to apologize for 
Crichton's behavior, but Rygel snaps, "Shut up!" As Crichton puffs on the cigar and 
blows smoke into Rygel's face, Rygel bitches, "You're the reckless son of a bitch who 
refused to abort, fainted, and wrecked a multi-zillion-dollar module!" Heh. 
"Multi-zillion." Crichton happily nods while Rygel wonders why he shouldn't shut down 
the Farscape project. Crichton grabs some business cards off the desk and takes a 
seat, then begins flinging the cards across the desk like he's David Letterman. Only 
without the sound effects. Pa and DK insist that the project is paving the way for deep 
space exploration. Rygel shuts them up, and tells Crichton to quit pelting him with 
business cards, then says they'll get the project right this time. Crichton confirms that 
they're going to give the Farscape another try. Rygel explains, "Either you can fly it or 
[D'Argo] can. | hate to reward failure, but it's better PR if you fly it. Public loves 
come-from-behind wins!" DK and Pa urge Crichton to go for it. Crichton looks 
suspicious and starts toying with a model shuttle he's picked up. He asks, "I reenact 
my initial mission. | show you how | create the giant blue twister that sucks me down 
to Oz." He makes a shrieking sound and plunges the model toward the desk as 
everyone looks horrified. Then Crichton drops the model and concludes, "Forget 
about it. Don't know how | did it." Then he stands up and begins shouting that even if 
he knew how he'd done it, he wouldn't tell Scorpius. Logan, exasperated, asks who 
Crichton's talking to. Crichton apologetically says, "Not you. You're not real." 
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DK and Pa chase Crichton through the parking deck, asking why he's trying to get the 
project killed. Crichton turns and giggles, "The guy's a two-foot green slug on a golf 
cart!" Pa sternly asks, "What does a man's disability have to do with anything?" Hal 


Give it up for Kent McCord. Though he probably has a high tolerance for the surreal, 
considering the episode of Adam-12 | saw with the giant pumpkin. A little red 
maintenance vehicle zooms up, with Rygel shouting at them from the passenger seat. 
Pa urges his son to apologize. Crichton says, "Let's kiss and make up!" He leans into 
the cab and plants a long kiss on Rygel. Dude, Rygel is getting a lot of action in this 
set of episodes. Then Crichton grabs Rygel by the leg and carries him off. While a 
dangling Rygel sputters, "Are you deranged?" Crichton climbs up a flight of stairs and 
offers to show them all what happened on the Farscape. He stops on a landing 
several stories up, and swings Logan around like he's giving him airplane rides. Aw, 
lookit the little puppet arms flailing around! Crichton shouts, "There's an 
electromagnetic wave! Son, you have to abort!" as he dangles Rygel over the edge. 
Then both he and Rygel shout, "Noooo!" and Crichton lets go. Rygel says, 
"Cricht-aaaaaaaaah!" and plummets. Nothing at all on the puppet! | respect that they 
took the time to green-screen the falling puppet in, so he doesn't tumble like a stuffed 
prop would. Crichton turns to face Pa and DK, who look a tad put out. Crichton 
gurmbles, "What?! It ain't real. They made you up out of my memories. It's just 
annoying that you're acting exactly the way | thought you would act!" He tells them to 
go away. 

We're back at the Lynch Tribute Bar. Crichton stares up at a spinning disco bar, which 
doesn't really fit with the jazz band. He pulls at a beer and then strolls across the room 
finally discovering that D'Argo and Aeryn are sitting in a booth with someone else. 
Someone else with short gray hair and, more tellingly, gray skin, though she's tried to 
hide it under a long-sleeved shirt. Crichton takes a seat, and Aeryn introduces Chiana, 
who is nuzzling her neck. Chiana's name here is "Jessica." Crichton smirks, "Oh, my 
God. Everybody's finally here." Chiana confirms that he's an astronaut, and purrs, "I 
like astronauts." He asks if she's an astronaut groupie, and when she says yes, he 
says, "That so works for me." Crichton asks if she'd like to go on a drive with him. At 
which point we see Scorpius sitting in the next booth, so he and Crichton are back to 
back. Scorpius insists, "No, John. We must speak." Without turning around, Crichton 
asks if anyone else sees "the freak," and points behind him. Apparently nobody does. 
"Then let's go for a drive!" 
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The four of them zoom down a road in a red convertible, shouting and laughing. 
Crichton declares that he's got a new theory: "Life sucks. Nothing matters. Screw it all. 
Let's party!" Chiana leans forward from the back seat and urges him to "enjoy it while 
it lasts." Then there's a faint splat, and Crichton looks ahead unhappily to see 
Scorpius on the hood of the car, leaning over the windshield. Scorpius tsks, "This is 
no time to be having fun, John." Crichton turns on the wipers and tells him to get lost. 
Scorpius grunts as the wiper swats him, hee, but continues, "You've got to focus. Fight 
this delusion." Crichton says he doesn't believe anything Scorpius says. We see some 
kind of tanker truck approaching, and Crichton tells Scorpius, "It's time to bail." He 
steers the car straight for the truck. Everyone screams, and we cut to... 

... the hospital. Crichton is back on the exam table. He sits up just as Aeryn arrives. 
She's back in her lab coat, and also has gigantic curlers all over her head. | like to 
believe this happened because some PA said, "We're ready to shoot, but Claudia's 
hair isn't ready." And the director said, "Go with it." Aeryn tells Crichton, "The truck 


won, I'm afraid." She pokes an otoscope into his ear while confirming that D'Argo and 
Chiana are okay. Crichton asks if their survival seems at all unlikely to her. Aeryn 
figures they were all very lucky. She finally finishes with his ear and says that he has a 
visitor, then sticks a tongue depressor in his mouth. With some difficulty, Crichton asks 
who it is: "Daa? Dee-hay?" She says it's someone new, and leaves while Crichton 
keeps guessing: "A Sheyang? Captain Bailar Crais? Bring 'em on!" He falls silent as a 
woman stands in the doorway. The visitor says, "Thank God you're okay. | came as 
soon as | could." She walks over, reaching out toward him, and Crichton recoils and 
gasps, "Don't! This is a pretty good trick, considering you're dead...Mom." Ma Crichton 
says that she had to come, and strokes his head. He leans back from her touch, not 
quite able to summon the strength to avoid her, and closes his eyes as he insists 
she's not real. Ma notices that he's sweating, and pulls him down into a hug as she 
strokes his back and tells him not to worry. Crichton shudders as she whispers, "I'll 
make everything all right," but finally leans his head against her shoulder. Ouch. This 
recap took me for-freaking-ever to do because it's hard to make jokes about the funny 
parts, and it's even harder to make jokes about the unfunny parts. 
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After the nonexistent ads, Ma Crichton is still holding her broken son. She says that 
he's changed, and Crichton, his eyes still firmly closed, explains, "People change to 
survive." She pushes him back and tries to look at his face as she sighs, "You were so 
innocent. So full of wonder. It's all gone. You've become callous. You've killed." 
Crichton finally opens his eyes and looks at her. "You can't know that," he says 
sharply. Ma says that it's true, though. "That's why you can't sleep nights." Crichton 
stares at her for a long moment and finally says, "I sleep fine," and jumps off the table 
and away from her. She asks where he's going, and Crichton backs toward the 
doorway as he thickly says, "Away from something that isn't my mother." She asks if 
he's going to leave without saying goodbye, and Crichton responds by doing just that. 
Lynch Tribute Bar. Scorpius sits at the bar, which is almost empty. He's also wearing 
that blue pleather vest. | have to think this sucked for Wayne Pygram. "Wow, Virginia 
Hey and Gigi Edgley get to wear different clothes for a change. How nice for them! 
And |...get to wear a vest over my usual costume in a couple of scenes. Whee." 
Crichton sits down nearby and says that he wants to talk about what's going on. 
Scorpius says, "Well, I'm on my break, my man." Crichton gets exasperated, but 
Scorpius insists that he doesn't know who Crichton is. Crichton wearily realizes that 
he's got the wrong Scorpius, and rests his head on his hands. Behind him, we see 
someone enter wheeling an IV stand. A woman faintly calls, "John?" Crichton looks up 
to see that the new visitor is his mother, this time looking older and ill. She slowly 
moves toward him, saying, "Help me." Crichton stares for a second and then insists, 
"You're not real," and walks away. She slowly follows, calling for him. Crichton gasps, 
"They pulled you out of my mind. You died five years ago!" Then he runs for the door, 
but trips and falls. Ma sobs, "I'm scared!" Crichton stays on the floor, not looking at his 
mother, and gasps, "I just want out of this." Ma kneels next to him as he helplessly 
waves her away, and begs, "Stay with me this time. Be with me when | go." Crichton 
is forced to look at her, and gasps, "No, please...please." Crying now, he puts one 
hand on her head and moans, "This is crue/. This is cruel, please don't." It really is 
horrifying, and not knowing exactly what happened makes it even more so, since we 


just experience Crichton's guilt without knowing the specific reasons for it. Ma says 
she needs him as he goes on begging for this to stop. Finally he screams, "Don't do 
this to me!" and scrambles away as she bursts into tears. 
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Crichton walks across what | guess is the IASA tarmac, and passes a cop. Who is 
also Crais. Crais asks if Crichton has a problem, and Crichton sighs, "If it is isn't the 
good Captain." Crais retorts, "Would | be patrolling a beat if I'd made Captain? Hell, 
I'm still bucking to transfer to plainclothes." Then Crais identifies Crichton as a famous 
astronaut, which is probably the most fantastic part of the episode. | mean, how many 
astronauts can you recognize? Still dazed from his encounter with Ma, Crichton isn't 
in the mood for autographs, and sighs that he doesn't know who he is. Crais figures 
he's drunk. Crichton quietly asks Crais to leave him alone, but Crais is having none of 
that. As he starts to grab Crichton, Crichton whirls and punches Crais, knocking him 
onto the hood of his patrol car. Crichton climbs up over Crais and continues slugging 
him, shouting, "Leave! Me! Alone!" He grabs Crais's sidearm and takes aim for a 
second, then moves away as Crais, unconscious, slowly slides off the hood. 
Logan/Rygel's office. Rygel, Zhaan, DK, Pa, and Aeryn are posed around the desk as 
Crichton enters. He's sweatier than ever now, though beating up Crais probably made 
for a workout. Rygel, who seems to have survived his fall just fine, says that they were 
just discussing Crichton's future. Crichton turns his back to them and strolls around 
the office as he snaps, "I don't have a future, not in this reality." On one shelf he finds 
a framed photo of everyone posed around the desk, just as they were when he 
entered. Aeryn says that he's feverish as Crichton moves on to another photo of 
D'Argo sitting astride a shuttle. Zhaan says that he's risking "a full cognitive 
dislocation," as Crichton takes in a photo of a very happy Scorpius holding a gold 
record. He kisses his fingers and touches them to Scorpy's face. Crichton announces, 
"I'm about as cognitively dislocated as they get. But | am clear on one thing: Scorpy 
can either let me loose, or watch me go berserk." He toys with a U.S. flag in the 
window as Zhaan asks why he's obsessed with "this Scorpius person." Crichton says 
that they're either hallucinations or part of the scheme. "Either way, it doesn't really 
matter what | do." He pulls out Crais's gun and quickly shoots at Pa. Pa doesn't react, 
and we hear glass break. The photo of Scorpius is punctured with a bullet hole. Pa 
looks down for a second and says, "I'm disappointed in you." Crichton, his eyes 
bloodshot, tries shooting DK, and the bullet smashes the frame of the group-shot. 
Rygel asks if they can continue their meeting, and Crichton shoots him. Nothing 
happens. Crichton's a slow learner sometimes. You'd think he'd have fun with this, but 
he's just getting more and more frustrated. The others start to discuss what they 
should order for lunch, and Crichton gives up on the people and starts treating the 
knickknacks on the wall like a shooting gallery. Finally he closes his eyes and 
screams, "STOOOOO--!" 
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Cut to Crichton, still screaming, back on the exam table again. He's lost his sweat 
jacket and even his hair looks damp with sweat now. There's a soldier standing guard 
against the wall, and Crais, still in his cop uniform, stands by the table holding a white 
Cairn Terrier under his arm. The camera swings around as Crichton finishes, 
"--UFFF!" "Stouf"? Well, | think he was finishing up "Enough!" there. Or maybe he's 


shouting "Stauf" because he's been playing The Seventh Guest somehow. He opens 
his eyes, and Crais immediately starts lecturing him about how much trouble he's in. 
He waggles a piece of paper threateningly as he goes over the charges against 
Crichton: "Assault on a police officer. Theft of police property. Illegal possession of a 
firearm. Five counts of attempted murder. That comes to twenty-nine dollars and forty 
cents." He presents the paper to Crichton and asks, "Cash, check, or credit card?" 
Crichton reaches up to take the ticket, and discovers that his left arm is handcuffed to 
the table. Oh, and we can also see that Crais is wearing a name tag that reads, 
"Gordon." Crais puts the ticket into Crichton's cuffed hand, and then looks down at the 
dog and says, "Toto." His delivery makes up for the fact that | think we got it already. 
Crais exits, and his little dog, too, flicking the lights off as he leaves. Crichton looks 
over the ticket and says, "This thing is going completely off the rails. Or maybe | 
have." 

Whoosh, and suddenly Scorpius is looming over Crichton. He says, "Not yet you 
haven't. But there's a danger you will." Crichton laughs fakely and asks if Scorpius 
brought keys for the cuffs. Scorpius says that he's not responsible for what's 
happening. He pulls a pointer out of nothingness and gestures to a lightboard covered 
with x-rays. "It's a Scarran," he says, and points to where the image of a Scarran head 
has suddenly been illuminated. "He captured you on the commerce planet." Crichton 
wearily asks why a Scarran would want to capture him. Scorpius says that the 
Scarrans know that Scorpius is interested in Crichton, and they want to know why. He 
says, "This is their standard method of interrogation. Induced delusions to break down 
all mental defenses." Wow, that's so evil that you can almost forget how terribly 
inefficient it sounds. Scorpius moves back over to Crichton and explains, "The 
Scarrans aren't trying to fool you, John. They're trying to break you. This is a 
deliberate attempt to drive you into insanity and it's working. Your mind is about to 
crack. And | cannot allow that. | was here first." Eep. 
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Flash to the Aurora Chair. Crichton stares into space and says, "No, you weren't." 
Scorpius concedes that the Ancients were there first, when they gave Crichton the 
wormhole knowledge. Another flash of the Aurora Chair as Scorpius explains that 
when his interrogation didn't succeed, he came up with "a second strategy." Flash of 
Scorpius sticking an magic techno-pick into Crichton's head like he's Sharon Stone. 
Only less terrifyingly crazy. 

Crichton flops around on the exam table, then sits up and turns to look at Scorpius. 
He rasps, "You put something in my head!" Scorpius explains, "A very sophisticated 
neuro-chip. It contains -- well, it contains, me. Or a mental clone of my [beat| 
personality." Crichton figures that this explains his visions. Scorpius admits that 
occasionally Crichton's subconscious notices the intruder. 

Flash to Crichton's recent failure to kill Scorpius. Scorpius says there's a "failsafe" to 
prevent Crichton from killing him. "But my main function is to access the wormhole 
knowledge you have in your brain. No matter how long that takes." You'd think that if 
the chip could control Crichton's behavior that much, Scorpius would just influence 
him to turn himself in. Pfft, details. Crichton giggles, "You're Harvey! Or is it Clarence? 
Guardian Angel? Invisible Rabbit?" He settles on Harvey, and asks if the Scarran 
knows about the chip. Harvey, nA©@e Scorpius, says that he only pops out when the 


Scarran isn't watching. He sternly advises Crichton to ignore the other, vested 
Scorpius. Crichton asks why he should believe Harvey. Harvey points out Crichton's 
sweatiness, and explains, "You've been unusually hot all this time because your real 
body is reflexively responding to heat." We cut to the x-rays as Harvey says that the 
heat is produced by the Scarran. When Crichton cools off, the Scarran is "elsewhere, 
preparing another onslaught." Crichton asks how he can stop the Scarran. Harvey 
advises, "Concentrate on what is real, your true memories of earth, of Moya. Your 
family, friends, even your enemies. Do not allow yourself to be pushed over the edge." 
Scorpius adds that he's still armed, because the pulse pistol isn't strong enough to 
hurt a Scarran. Among the x-rays, a photo of the pulse pistol appears. A red "X" is 
drawn on top. Heh. Harvey says, "Your best chance is not to fire, but to --" He 
interrupts himself to say that the Scarran is returning, and vanishes. Crichton, 
understandably annoyed, shouts, "But to' what? Harvey!" 
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The x-ray of the Scarran suddenly lurches to life, and the image goes from negative to 
positive. There's a zapping sound, and Crichton collapses onto the exam table. 
Crichton is still handcuffed to the table. We get a POV shot of him struggling with the 
cuff as Aeryn, wearing a latex nurse's uniform, fusses nearby. Then Zhaan leans over 
the camera and says, "You look like you're ready to have some fun." She's wearing 
more fetish-wear: a short black sleeveless dress and long black gloves. "We certainly 
are," Aeryn adds. Crichton's legs are now in stirrups, and Zhaan is standing between 
his legs, stroking his thighs. He asks what they're doing, and Aeryn says, "Nothing 
you won't like." Chiana leans into the camera to add, "Nothing you haven't already 
fantasized about." She's wearing some kind of latex schoolgirl uniform. Zhaan says 
he's had sexual thoughts about them all. Crichton denies it, but the women say it's 
nothing to be ashamed of. The music is now reminiscent of a '70s porno. Or so I'm 
told. Aeryn assembles some unpleasant-looking gadgetry as Chiana pokes her head 
over Crichton's denim-clad crotch. The cuts start to get more rapid as Aeryn tells 
Crichton to relax. Zhaan whispers, "| can wear a Freudian slip." Aeryn starts to inject 
something into Crichton's arm as she offers to "find new places to take [his] 
temperature." Chiana, for her part, offers to teach him "the left-handed Latvian Rodeo 
Torture" and starts pulling on a latex glove. Just as you think it couldn't possibly be 
more disturbing, Rygel growls, "All of you bitches, out now!" Rygel rises up from 
between Crichton's legs, and that's the least dirty way | could describe it. He's wearing 
a little leather mask and holding a flail. He says, "Crichton is mine," and makes that 
Hannibal Lecter snorfling sound. Rygel starts whipping Crichton, saying, "This is for 
calling me Sparky! And this is for Fluffy! And this is for Buckwheat, whatever that 
means." Do they have to do ratings for these episodes now that they're syndicated? | 
wonder how this one fared. Crichton struggles and finally rips the arm he's cuffed to 
off of the table. Then he punches Rygel. Y'know, he didn't really need to free both 
arms to do that. I'm just saying. 

Cut to a sign over a doorway that reads, "Momma Ward." Nursery music plays and we 
hear babies crying as Crichton walks down the hallway. Someone screams, "Aaugh! 
Leaving so soon? | wish | could!" Crichton turns to see DK being pushed toward him 
in a wheelchair, blood spurting from his wrists. DK screams, "Look what you made me 
do!" Crichton backs away as DK goes on screaming about how he lost his job. Blood 


actually spatters the camera lens, as well as the nurse pushing DK. I've seen enough 
Herschell Gordon Lewis movies to find that amusing, but | guess it is a bit gross. Two 
orderlies walk up behind Crichton, casually lift him up, and deposit him into a baby 
carriage with a cartoony "boing" noise. 
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Crichton is rolled into another room, where Ma and Pa Crichton are wearing hip 1960s 
duds and arguing. The camera pitches, rolls, and quite possibly yaws as Pa 
complains, "You're the one who wanted a child. | wanted a terrier!" Crichton stares up 
passively as Pa notes, "He can't fetch a ball, he can't get my slippers!" He suddenly 
tips the baby carriage up, and Crichton is flung out. Ma cries, "Don't hurt my baby!" 
Crichton falls. Not onto the floor of the room, but from the top of the parking deck. He 
screams and flails as he zooms toward the ground. 

A police car rolls up to where Crichton has landed all Wile E. Coyote, face-down on 
the sidewalk. As Crichton starts to get up, the door opens, and we see the driver's feet 
are encased in red pumps. It's Crais again, still in his cop uniform. And, y'know, the 
pumps. He draws his sidearm and shouts that Crichton's under arrest. Crichton turns 
to look as Crais bellows, "You have the right to the remains of a silent attorney! If you 
cannot afford one, tough noogies! You can make one phone call! | recommend Trixie: 
976-Triple 5-LOVE." This is one of those times when you wonder how long it took for 
everyone to get through the scene without cracking up. Crais asks if Crichton 
understands his rights, with a "Well, do you, punk?" for good measure. Crichton slowly 
says, "No." Crais, with no change in tone, shouts, "Then | can't arrest you!" So 
instead, he slams his car door into Crichton's head. 

Crichton's head snaps back, and now he's in the convertible. D'Argo is sitting next to 
him, and they're parked up on a hilltop with a view of the city. A shooting star blazes 
through the sky. Heh. D'Argo lisps, "I really need to just unburden myself on you." 
With some very, shall we say, fey, mannerisms, D'Argo declares that he's been 
thinking about Crichton in a different way lately. "| was wondering if you would mind 
participating with me in a little Luxan bonding ritual." Crichton, or possibly Browder, 
starts laughing as D'Argo explains that they'll need chains, his Qualta Blade, "just a 
little squirt of Lutra oil, and -- oh, Chiana!" Crichton's surprised by that last item, for 
some reason. D'Argo coos, "She wants to watch." As D'Argo starts to stroke his neck, 
Crichton says, "Oh no." D'Argo's voice suddenly drops back to his normal bass as he 
hisses, "Oh yes!" 

Now Crichton is in Zhaan/Cominsky's office. Zhaan is the one stroking his neck, while 
Ma Crichton looks over the books. Ma is wearing a silk robe over not very much at all, 
and looks like she's recently escaped from Wisteria Lane. Ma examines one book and 
says, "The Oedipus Complex? I'm not sure | grasp that concept." She perches on the 
back of the couch, her stockinged leg against Crichton's shoulder, and asks him to 
explain it to her. Crichton declines, but Ma is insistent. "I really want to know," she 
whispers, kneeling down and putting her face inches away from his. Sweat drips from 
Crichton's nose, which is somehow ookier to me than Ma is. So I'm shallow, sue me. 
Crichton jerks back and puts his hands over his face. 
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When he lowers them, he's in the Lynch Tribute Bar, Now Under New Management. 
Disco music plays, strobe lights, um, strobe, and the dance floor is full of people. 


Aeryn and Chiana dance over to him. Crichton starts to laugh as, from across the 
floor, D'Argo bellows, "Get down and boogie!" Crichton looks up at the disco ball and 
shouts, "| don't boogie!" The music skips and stutters, and the disco ball becomes 
Aeryn's face in the shifting light. Her hair is pulled back in its customary ponytail, and 
she shouts, "Crichton, where are you?" Her voice echoes and repeats, and becomes 
"Clear the dance floor!" The crowd gradually moves away, and we see Crichton 
standing under the disco ball, his arms stretched up toward it. Aeryn is only a few 
yards away. She pulls out her pulse pistol and aims as Crichton drops his arms and 
starts to duck. She fires, and the disco ball explodes like the Death Star. 

Crichton lowers his hands from his face. He's on the dance floor, and gingerly reaches 
out to feel Aeryn's boots. She shakes him away and grunts, "I searched half this world 
for you." She says they're still on the commerce planet. "Underground, in some sort of 
holographic chamber. | destroyed the projector." He asks who grabbed him, and the 
disco lights still hang on the ceiling behind her as Aeryn says, "Scorpius. | killed him." 
Crichton gasps, "That's...interesting." She asks why, and helps him stand up. Crichton 
says they should get out of here. Aeryn insists, "No. Tell me now." Crichton stares at 
her for a long moment and then says, "No, you get nothing from me." Aeryn says, 
"Frell you, then. Stay." She does that tongue-rippling thing at him, and walks away, 
turning to give him one last glare over her shoulder as Crichton allows himself a grin. 
He leans his head back and smiles with relief, closing his eyes. 

And then opens them, and the disco inferno is back. The music and the dancing get 
faster and more frenetic. D'Argo shouts, "Boogie or dieeeeee!" again. Crichton shouts, 
"Kiss my --" and flings both hands up in a two-finger salute. Then his body jerks as the 
music suddenly rises and cuts off. Everything stops. 

At the hospital, DK screams at him again, blood splashing the camera. Crichton's 
body is jolted. 

In the car, D'Argo says, "...thinking about you..." Crichton shudders again. 

Crais screams, "Then | can't arrest you!" Crichton's eyes roll back as his body 
twitches. 

Ma sobs, "Be with me when | go." 

We pan around a dark room. Crichton is standing, his head rolled back, while the 
Scarran lurks nearby. It toys with some controls and tells nobody, "Brain wave 
patterns are increasingly irregular." | guess he's recording notes for a report. It's more 
fun to believe he just likes narrating, though. He declares, "Increasing stimuli to kalvo 
nine." Not kalvo nine! It's kind of remarkable how much the Scarrans manage to do 
without breaking their nails. You'd think they'd use something besides push-buttons on 
their control panels of doom, though. It just looks silly when this one has to press a 
button with the heel of his palm. Anyway, Crichton's body goes on twitching under a 
flashing light. Things buzz and whirr. The Scarran growls, "Kalvo ten." More buzzing. 
The air around Crichton starts to ripple. Then the rippling stops, and Crichton drops to 
the floor. "Dead?" the Scarran gripes. He helpfully turns his back to Crichton and adds 
some details about Crichton dying of "full synaptic overload." Well, maybe you 
shouldn't have kept increasing the...kalvos. 
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On the floor, John opens his eyes. While the Scarran goes on with his report, Crichton 
reaches down to his pistol. He presses a switch on the side, and the pistol goes 


"be-beep." The Scarran turns at the noise. Crichton lays still as the pistol starts to 
beep rapidly. The Scarran slowly walks toward him and leans down to examine the 
source of the sound. Suddenly Crichton grabs the pistol and shoves it into the 
Scarran's protruding jaw. He dashes away just as the pistol explodes. Along with the 
Scarran's skull. That was quite a remarkably lucky bit of timing, but | suppose the boy 
was due. The explosion knocks Crichton down, but the Scarran is still standing. 
Without a head, but as I've mentioned, that probably makes it much easier to balance. 
The body wobbles a bit and finally falls over. 

Crichton sits on the floor, recovering from one hell of a lot of stuff. Bits of equipment 
burn cheerily, providing enough light to illuminate Harvey, who's standing on the other 
side of the chamber. Harvey applauds and says, "Well done, John." Crichton asks, 
"What happened? | feel like | died." Harvey confesses that he did. "| had to stop your 
brain function for a few microts to divert the Scarran. No harm done!" Heh. Might as 
well get used to it, Crichton. Harvey says that he'll returns to Crichton's subconscious 
now. Crichton tells him, "Don't get too comfortable. I'm gonna get that chip out of my 
head." Harvey employs the old Jedi mind-trick and says, "There's no chip in your 
head, John." Crichton insists that there is. "You told me. There's a...um. Mmm..." 
Harvey briskly interrupts, "You were saying?" Crichton triumphantly manages to say, 
"Mental chip!" He frowns and blinks. Harvey repeats, "You were saying?" Crichton 
stares into space, confused, and asks, "What am | saying?" Harvey smirks, "As it 
should be." Harvey tells Crichton how to find his way back to the planet's surface. "I 
leave you to your shipmates, John." Crichton stares at the burning equipment, and 
now Harvey is gone. His echoey voice concludes, "But rest assured, I'll be with you 
always. Keeping you safe." Brrr. 
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It seems appropriate to start this off with a little time-travel of our own, so let's return to 
the year 2000. As | mentioned, | re-started watching the show. Early on, | showed 
"Look at the Princess" to my friend Katie, and she started watching the show. In 
August, | went to Vegas for a weekend of awesomeness, and when | came back, | 
realized that there'd been a thunderstorm or something, resetting my VCR so that 
Farscape wasn't recorded for me. | called Katie to share my woe, and she said, 
"Actually, | think that was a good one to miss." Guess which episode it was? Yeah. Six 
years later, I've still never managed to sit through all of "The Locket." | can't 
authoritatively claim this the worst episode, but it is the only episode | actually own on 
DVD and never watched in its entirety. Until now. I'm oddly excited about recapping it 


now, though, because if nothing else, | know I'm going to have stuff to talk about. So 
let's go! 

Command. Crichton leans over the console, staring out at...shimmery yellow stuff. 
D'Argo strolls up with a beverage for Crichton, and they gloomily establish that Aeryn 
went out in a transport pod, and now they can't find her. Pilot identifies the yellow stuff 
as "stellar mist," like that clarifies anything, and says it's making Moya sluggish. 

Cut to Stark, eavesdropping from the doorway. Zhaan wanders up, happily surprised 
to see him. She's got a new outfit! Well, it's sort of a mesh shrug, but at least it makes 
a change. Stark explains that he arrived two days ago (Zhann's been meditating all 
that time, apparently) and wants to return the transport he borrowed. He adds, "I have 
something important to tell you." Rygel floats up to delay that conversation, and then 
Zhaan finds out that Aeryn's been missing for a day. Crichton explains, "Thought we'd 
hide in this fog, or whatever it is, from the Peacekeepers. Aeryn went on long-range 
recon and she hasn't come back yet." On cue, there's a tweedle, and Aeryn's distorted 
voice comes through the comms. Off of everyone's exclamations, she calmly says, "I'll 
come on board now if that's all right." Crichton tries to give his enthusiastic assent, but 
just gets static in response. Pilot reports, "Some kind of opening is forming in the mist. 
| can see a planet below us now." 

The transport docks. Everyone gathers in the hangar bay as a ladder descends from 
the filthy, rusty transport. Rygel gasps, "Looks like she's been in some kind of battle." 
Chiana helpfully says, "I told you she shouldn't have gone out in the mist." Everyone 
waits, but there's no sign of Aeryn. After a beat, D'Argo tosses Crichton a pistol and 
they race onto the ship. 
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Upon entering the cabin, they find their path blocked by a miniature jungle of vines. 
Zhaan identifies the plants as Zeccan Leaf. She explains that she gave Aeryn a plant 
to treat her headaches. "Chewing Zeccan Leaf provides a potent neuralgesic effect." 
She adds that she only gave Aeryn a foot-tall cutting. I'm well impressed by a plant 
that can thrive like this without water. Or soil. Or sunlight. The botany lecture is cut 
short as Crichton spots a shrouded figure collapsed on the floor. He reaches out 
toward it, and of course, it's a slightly startled Aeryn. A startled, old Aeryn. With 
wrinkles and white hair. She grabs his shoulders and insists, "You have to get out 
now!" 

Credits. Random plug: Adult Swim fans should give Monkey Dust a try (Sundance is 
airing it here in the U.S.). Not every segment is a winner, but it's completely worth it 
for things like the Hollywoodized version of The Diary of Anne Frank. 

When we return, Aeryn's been moved to med bay. Or whatever they call it. She asks 
how long she's been aboard, and Crichton says it's been about an hour. Aeryn 
immediately insists that she's got to get back to the planet before the mist closes up 
again. She says, "My granddaughter's waiting for me," and repeats her warning to 
leave the mist. Crichton tut-tuts that she doesn't have a granddaughter; 'cause she's 
only been gone a day. He's a little slow. 

| have to interrupt here. For Aeryn, 160-odd years have passed. Why did she think 
Moya would still be there? Why isn't she surprised that they're all so young? The only 
explanation is that Aeryn knows exactly what the mist is. Which is fine, except it leads 
to two new questions: how does she know, and why doesn't she tell them plainly, 


instead of giving vague warnings? But wait, there's more. When Aeryn says that she 
has to go or her granddaughter will die, that's true, as far as it goes. Because her 
granddaughter, Ennixx, is down on the sucky desert world we'll see shortly. But why is 
Ennixx there? "So that Aeryn is forced to go back" is not an acceptable answer, by the 
way. Apparently Aeryn and Ennixx flew the transport from the nice world to the sucky 
world. And landed there to drop Ennixx off. And then Aeryn flew into the mist to meet 
up with Moya. | welcome explanations for why they did that. Is there some great 
shopping just over the horizon on the sucky world? It might approach sense if the 
sucky planet was a long distance from the nice planet, but as we'll see, it's not. As 
further proof that only a day has passed, Crichton points out that Aeryn's wearing a 
locket that Chiana just gave her: "The one that says, 'Sorry | smashed your Prowler. 
Whoa, she did? And she's still alive? Maybe Chiana got smashed in the Prowler. That 
seems more plausible. But how does the locket prove anything? "Oh, sure, you're 
wrinkly and old and your clothes are completely different, but you're still wearing this 
piece of jewelry, so obviously you left yesterday." This must be some kind of 
super-advanced space-logic that does not resemble the logic we have here on Earth. 
Crichton isn't done yet, though. He theorizes, "Maybe your mind created the 
memories to compensate for your body getting old." Aeryn stares at him and starts to 
sniffle, "Look at you. I'd forgotten how beautiful you are." The camera whirls so that 
we can spend this sweet moment staring at equipment that blocks three-quarters of 
the screen. Odd directoral choice. Aeryn continues, "I'd also forgotten how wrong you 
could be!" Heh. She says, "| have had three sons, and watched them die, and | have a 
granddaughter who will die if | don't get to her!" She struggles to get up, but Stark 
moves next to her and removes his mask as Aeryn sobs helplessly. "Take my 
thoughts," Stark says. Aeryn basks in Stark's glowy pixie-dust headlight, and calms 
down, while Crichton pulls Zhaan away for a chat. Zhaan confirms that it's definitely 
Aeryn: "Same DNA, same blood composition, same scars. By my best calculation, 
she has aged 160 cycles." Crichton asks if the aging is reversible. Zhaan doubts it. 
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Crichton's in Command with Chiana, satisfying my alliteration requirement for the 
episode. Pilot reports that the mist is "contracting," but he can't find anything in it that 
would have aged Aeryn. He's also analyzed the planet beneath them: "Its atmosphere 
is acidic and barely life-sustainable." He says that Aeryn couldn't have survived there 
for a year, much less 160. Here's a thought experiment for you: say you go exploring 
a mysterious space-mist, a crewmen disappears, returns looking the worse for wear, 
and warns you to leave the mist because it's terribly dangerous. Wouldn't you at least 
consider leaving the mist immediately? Maybe you could try to figure out what had 
happened from outside it? Just a thought. 

Transport-cum-arboretum. Chiana and Rygel goggle at the vines draped everywhere, 
and start poking around. Rygel figures that Chiana is looking for stuff to steal, and 
laughs, "You're worse than me. | like that!" They're a cute couple. Their thievery is 
interrupted when D'Argo marches in. Chiana ducks behind the control panel to hide as 
D'Argo asks what's going on. Rygel innocently says, "We're looking for...clues! To see 
if we can find out how this terrible, terrible thing happened to Aeryn." Heh. D'Argo 
pinches Rygel's mouth shut and calls for Chiana to come out. She does, and D'Argo 
lectures, "There is no dignity in what you are doing." He adds that Zhaan needs 


someone to help tend to Aeryn. Chiana grumbles, "| don't see why it's always gotta be 
me. | mean, why do you always get the girls --" D'Argo cuts off that excellent question 
and says that Aeryn might be dying. 

Aeryn wakes up in med bay, and Chiana helps her sit up. If she might be dying, you'd 
think that maybe someone besides Chiana would be here. Where did Crichton and 
Zhaan go? Aeryn asks for some water. Chiana turns to get it, and Aeryn grabs a 
space-hypo from the table next to her, and injects Chiana in the neck. Good thing she 
(presumably) knew there was a sedative there. Can you imagine what would happen 
if Chiana was injected with adrenaline? Chiana gasps and twitches, then falls back 
against the bed. Aeryn apologizes and says, "It's just | don't have much time. And 
neither do you." 

Via the clamshell, Pilot asks Aeryn what happened, which is a sensible question that, 
of course, nobody else thought to ask. Or maybe they knew there was no point, since 
Aeryn's answer is, "I lived." Thanks for clarifying. She repeats that everyone needs to 
stay out of the mist, and adding that she's glad she got to see him one more time. 
Pilot, bewildered, says he'll see her again. "You won't," Aeryn says. "Goodbye." 
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The transport pod whirrs away from Moya. 

Command. D'Argo asks why Pilot let Aeryn leave. "She asked me not to alert you," 
Pilot semi-explains. Crichton asks, "If | go down to the planet, I'm not going to age 200 
cycles, right?" Pilot says that he hasn't detected anything on the planet that would 
cause rapid aging. Crichton tells a protesting D'Argo that he'll bring Aeryn back. As he 
races for the door he insists, "I'll be on the surface 30 microts, max. Worst case 
scenario? | age a couple years." Oh dear. He might as well have said, "What could 
possibly go wrong?" 

A second transport whooshes through the mist and down to the planet. 

Crichton climbs down the ladder and finds himself on the surface of a desert planet. 
Sand blows through the air and several inexplicable fires burn nearby. He calls for 
Aeryn, like, if she didn't notice this big ship landing, she'll hear him shouting over the 
wind. But Aeryn does turn up, still old, still wearing one of Obi-Wan's old outfits. And 
holding a rifle. Crichton says he's going to take her back to Moya. Aeryn shouts for 
him to go away. He gestures around and calls back, "Is this where you lived the last 
160 cycles? You could not have lived here!" Aeryn says that she was on another 
planet. She moves closer so as to argue more effectively, and then Crichton grabs her 
arm and tries to force her back to the ship. Aeryn falls down during the tussle -- way to 
go, Crichton, knocking down an old lady. As Crichton tries to help her up, a shot hits a 
boulder near them. He turns and draws, only to find a young woman holding a gun on 
him. She says, "You touch my grandmother again, and | will kill you." Fade out. 

Fade in. Now Crichton has to gradually realize what the audience understood five 
minutes ago, because we know it's a TV show: Aeryn was telling the truth. The girl 
with the gun is Aeryn's granddaughter, Ennixx. Who was named after a prescription 
medication. Ennixx has her own mini-revelation that the stories Aeryn told her about a 
spaceship and a dude named Crichton are true. About that time Aeryn wakes up, 
causing me to wonder if she was just pretending to be unconscious so as to avoid all 
the exposition. She and Crichton immediately resume their "You should leave!" "Not 
without you!" debate. Aeryn weakly tells him, "If you don't go, you'll get trapped for 55 


cycles. Trapped like | was." Crichton asks a very good question: "What the hell is 
going on?" Aeryn finally tells him that if he leaves now, in eight hours there will be 
another four-hour window when the mist clears, and he can come back for a chat. 
Rather bizarrely, Crichton agrees to leave. 
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Moya. D'Argo is with Chiana, who is holding her head gingerly. He awkwardly brings 
up Chiana's reconnaissance mission aboard the transport, and says, "You're one of us 
now. There's no need for you to act like you're not." Chiana replies, "| always do what 
| want, okay? | don't know why. It's just the way | am." She says he's not going to 
change her, and D'Argo, rather sadly, agrees. Run, D'Argo, run! Chiana notes that 
D'Argo's rather "straight," because she didn't see "Won't Get Fooled Again." They look 
at each other, and Chiana sighs, "We're not gonna make it, are we?" Ouch. But, no. 
Peel it off quick like a band-aid, kids. D'Argo looks even sadder and is saved from 
answering when Zhaan announces that Crichton's on his way back. 

From the transport, Crichton recaps that scene that happened ninety seconds ago. 
Which confirmed what Aeryn said five minutes before that. The very fabric of reality 
rebels against hearing all this yet again, and shakes the transport angrily. Pilot 
announces that the gap through the mist is closing. Crichton races for Moya. Pilot 
says that he can't detect the planet anymore, and worries that the transport pod won't 
survive entry. For some reason. D'Argo warns Crichton to break off. Crichton insists 
that he'll make it. And then he stops transmitting. 

We see the transport flying into the mist, with Moya visible in the distance. And then 
the mist swirls away like bathwater down a drain, and is gone, leaving the transport 
zooming into empty space. Crichton spends a while calling for Pilot and D'Argo, but | 
think we all know how much luck he'll have with that. 

Moya. Zhaan sits on her bed, meditating, all blue and naked. Stark asks if she's 
praying for Crichton. "| was, until you rudely interrupted me," she fails to say. Stark's 
got an idea: "An ancient named Delik theorized about what he called 'center haloes.’ 
He believed that scattered throughout the universe were mists where all dimensions 
met and where time ceased to exist." Wow. That's disturbingly reminiscent of 
"Unrealized Realities," which was when | figured the show wasn't for me anymore. It 
really is for the best that | missed this episode 'til now. Anyway, it turns out that Stark's 
theory about center haloes is just an excuse to get into Zhaan's...petals. Or 
something. He wants to "join" with her, see. Zhaan looks kind of excited by that, even 
before Stark mentions that when linked, Delvians can sometimes "sense the time 
continuum." Oh my God, how can you not sense it when it's crushing our heads this 
way? Fine, so Stark wants to link up with Zhaan to see if there's "a void in the time 
continuum around Moya." Whatever. Zhaan worries that Stark's mind will overpower 
hers. As if. She doesn't worry much, since she stands up, puts on her robe, and 
moves her hands toward Stark's head. He doesn't care for that, and sniffs, "I will lead 
you.” He holds her hands together and leans in so that their foreheads touch. White 
light flares around their heads as their hands shake. There's a muffled "boom," and a 
cup of water is knocked off a nearby table. It falls, then hangs in the air, frozen. Zhaan 
and Stark make some funny faces, and then Stark recoils, breaking the link. The cup 
hits the floor. Pilot asks what happened, saying, "Moya's readings just went all over 
the scale and then everything froze. | couldn't move. Did you feel it?" Zhaan gasps 


that they did. We fade out before Stark can leer, "Did the ship fail to move for you, 
too?" 
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We return to a lovely view of a planet. And then we pan down, to reveal that we're 
viewing it from another planet, which | guess means the first planet is actually a 
gargantuan moon. Or maybe this is the moon. | don't know. If they're both planets it 
seems like one of them should be crashing into the other one soon. Later on, Ennixx 
will describe both as planets, but I'm pretty sure she's an idiot. All you really need to 
know is that the one up in the sky is the sucky place where Crichton found Aeryn, but 
here, instead of sand and fire, there's a lush park. Aeryn and Ennixx are gardening 
and talking about Crichton. Ennixx want to know why Crichton mopes around so 
much. We see him, his back to us, standing near a purple tree. It's difficult not to think 
he's taking a leak. Aeryn says that something must have reminded Crichton of his 
time on Moya, but she's sure he'll come around in "a few more cycles." 

Cut to a few cycles later. Oh dear. Crichton's old and wrinkly now, too. He croaks, "I'm 
gonna do what I'm gonna do!" This is where we learn that aging causes your accent to 
mutate, since he's got quite a twang going now. Maybe that's what happened to 
Madonna. Anyway, after all these years Crichton is still talking to Harvey. Harvey says, 
"| need the wormhole knowledge that you have locked in your brain," and emphasizes 
that point by pointing to Crichton's forehead. Crotchety Crichton chuckles, "I'm dying 
right here on this planet and you ain't never gonna get what's in my head. Loo-ser!" 
They're interrupted by Ennixx, who | guess thinks it's cute that Crichton talks to 
invisible people. Unlike everyone else, she doesn't seem to have aged much. Crichton 
looks up at the sky and says, "Wonder if he's still looking for me." 

Moya. Everyone's gathered in Command, where Zhaan announces that Stark thinks 
that maybe, and this may sound crazy, Aeryn was telling the truth. Christ. | understand 
that they need to have that realization; | don't understand why we have to watch them 
figure out what we already know. Farscape is usually a lot better at cutting past this 
stuff. So, after establishing that time froze for everyone when Stark and Zhaan 
bumped foreheads earlier, Zhaan explains about the center haloes. | use the word 
"explains" loosely, obviously. D'Argo gets it, though: "It's us who are not growing old." 
Zhaan hits him with a ruler and says, "No, it is we who are not growing old -- but 
grammar aside, yes." D'Argo asks, "So this means everyone we know -- Crais, 
Scorpius, my son -- they're all old now?" Stark says yes. He adds that, in theory, the 
halo eventually "hardens," and then everything within it is frozen forever. D'Argo 
confirms that the mist around them is hardening already. Stark agrees again. | do kind 
of like how Stark is so blasA© about it. Unlike Chiana, who thinks this is their cue to 
get going. D'Argo is somewhere in-between, and asks when the planet will reappear. 
Pilot says that, according to what Aeryn told them, the opening to the planet will 
reappear in an hour. 
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Planetside. Crichton is signing "Maid of Amsterdam" as he walks among the 
now-enormous purple trees. Okay, so when you get old, your accent mutates and you 
start singing sea chanteys. | had no idea. He walks up to Aeryn, who's still old, but not 
any older than she was, if you see what | mean. They talk about how the trees have 
grown and Crichton's knee hurts and so on. Your accent mutates, you sing chanteys, 


and you become boring. Got it. They sit on some tree stumps, and Crichton 
announces, "Ennixx and that sleeping pill she married have arrived." He complains 
that everyone on this planet is boring. | guess it's contagious, then. Aeryn sniffs, "Well, 
| warned you. | tried to make you go back." Crichton gripes about how all anyone does 
is garden. "| was a pilot, Aeryn. Astronaut. | was what | wanted to be. | ain't going to 
forget that, and | can't accept this." She stares into space as she asks if he regrets 
spending all these years with her. Crichton firmly tells her, "You are the one thing 
which has kept me from doing a kamikaze in the transporter." He says he still wants to 
try to get his old life back, and sighs, "Hope. That's what keeps me going." Aeryn 
warns him not to be too disappointed if it never happens. Then she groans, and we 
learn that she's got some kind of heart trouble or something. Crichton suggests they 
get back to the house, and helps her stand up. As she does, the locket somehow falls 
to the ground. Crichton picks it up for her, and Aeryn crabbily insists that he hand it 
over. He holds on to it, though, and asks what's inside. Aeryn sighs, "You know who's 
in there." Crichton hmphs, "Your husband? He's been dead 90 cycles. Why would you 
have his image in there?" "Just to drive you crazy," Aeryn retorts. Aw. Crichton 
teasingly guesses that there might be a picture of him in the locket. "Surrounded by 
roses and hearts and yotz." She tells him to go ahead and open it, and see "the only 
love of [her] life." Crichton ponders for a minute, and finally says, "Naw, | don't wanna 
see his ugly face." He hands back the locket, and they start toward the house. As they 
go, Aeryn says, "He wasn't ugly." Crichton threatens, "You keep talking about him and 
you can walk down by yourself. Hell, you can roll down the hill." 

Then we watch a little montage of Aeryn and Crichton walking among the trees while 
someone picks out the tune to "Maid of Amsterdam" on a piano. They gesture and 
laugh and grin and it's like this turned into a Hallmark movie. So damn weird. 
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Back on Moya, it's time for the mist to open again. Everyone waits anxiously for a 
transmission from the planet below. But there isn't one. The end. 

Crichton, Aeryn, and Ennixx have returned to the sucky planet. Crichton opens up a 
metal container and pulls out a comm as he explains that he's kept it sealed for fifty 
years. "Hope it works." He starts trying to contact Pilot. While he strolls around, 
maybe hoping for better reception, Ennixx asks Aeryn why she wants to leave. Aeryn 
says, "| grew up a Peacekeeper. We are born in space, and we must die in space." 
She says she's enjoyed her life, but she wants to die "up there." Ennixx tears up and 
finally sniffs, "Goodbye, Nana." They hug, and then Ennixx runs off without waiting to 
see if anyone's actually going to respond to Crichton's call. It's a good thing they have 
two transports. And that they taught Ennixx how to pilot one, | guess. 

Seriously, how do Aeryn and Crichton know how all of this works? Is it common 
knowledge among the agrarian natives who, even when skilled astronauts with two 
working spaceships join them, evidence no technological development at all in the 
course of fifty years? Are the natives another lost Peacekeeper colony made up of 
people who saw The Village and decided it was a good idea? 

Moya . Pilot reports that the mist is parting. D'Argo starts calling to Crichton and 
Aeryn. 

Planetside, Crichton wonders if the communicator is broken. Then he says, "Maybe 
Moya decided not to wait for us." Aeryn thinks that's unlikely. He keeps trying. 


Moya. Over the comms, they hear Crichton say, " Pick up the damn phone, you 
useless pieces of --" "We hear you," D'Argo interrupts. 

Crichton starts stomping his feet and shouting, "Ho! Aah! Ho! Hoo!" Accents, 
chanteys, dullness, and every once in a while you break into a rain-dance. Once he 
calms down a little, D'Argo asks if they can make it back to Moya, and Crichton says 
that they'll be there in a minute. He gives Aeryn a hug and is briefly attacked by his 
burlap cape when the wind flops the hood onto his face. Aeryn's calmer, as usual, but 
does have another of her spells for a second until Crichton steadies her. He crows, 
"Goin' home," as they slowly walk toward the transport. 

The transport lands aboard Moya. 

The doors to the hangar open slowly, to reveal Crichton sitting at the bottom of the 
ladder, cradling Aeryn. Aw, another tragic victim of foreshadowing. Zhaan rushes 
toward them, and then stops dead. Um, so to speak. Crichton looks up as everyone 
approaches, and stammeringly explains that he tried to get back to Moya in time. "So 
we could... uh. She died on the way. She's gone." He buries his head in her shoulder 
and cries. 
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Some time later, Crichton and the others are comparing notes. Zhaan asks if he 
knows how to get out of the mist. Have they even tried to get out the normal way? Or 
by Starbursting? | understand that the mist was "hardening," but they did get into it, 
after all. Crichton says they could go to the planet below. Chiana's all for it at first, but 
Crichton explains, "Ain't nothing down there, Chiana. Just a few planets, a small 
colony of people. | searched it from end to end, there just isn't anything there." Rygel 
thinks it's better than being stuck forever. But wait, Crichton's got an idea! "I believe 
that if we can get out of the mist at the exact point that we entered it, | might be able 
to get my life back." Oh, that makes perfect -- what? D'Argo asks how they can find 
the exact point at which they entered. Pilot offers, "I think we just have to go [dramatic 
pause] backwards." Someone wrote this on a dare, right? Wow. Pilot says that since 
entering the mist, it's been moving with them. So Moya's hind end is probably still at 
the edge of the mist where they entered it. Rygel supports the "backing up" plan, but 
Pilot says that Moya can't do it, because the mist is too hard now. Should you really 
call it "mist" anymore if it's also "hard"? Crichton asks if they can Starburst. Pilot says, 
"A leviathan is not structurally designed for a reverse Starburst. It could destroy us." 
Oh, what else is new? It turns out that Pilot would rather jump forward, down to the 
planet. Crichton kvetches, "You wanna live your life on that planet? The place where 
you'll never see anyone you know ever again?" Everyone ponders. He concludes, "I 
have done that. And let me assure you, whatever the risk, it is worth getting your life 
back." But, but, but...wait a second. Crichton just had that transport pod, so he was 
effectively trapped. Okay, | get that. If they go into that system in Moya...they have 
Moya. They can Starburst again, and go somewhere else, surely? Even if it's a 
different universe, is looking for another "center halo" any worse than looking for a 
wormhole? Or is he saying that that it's a teeny-tiny universe that only contains one 
system? My head hurts. Anyway, after pondering for a few seconds, D'Argo says he 
wants to find his son. Chiana says she never wanted to go into the mist anyway. 
Rygel's all, fine, whatever. Zhaan tells Pilot to do the reverse Starburst. Man, nobody 


even asked for his vote. Crichton walks out, and D'Argo calls after him but Zhaan 
suggests leaving him alone. 
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Crichton enters the transport pod, still a jungle of vines after another 55 years. Zeccan 
Leaf is hardy stuff. In addition to the fact that it seems to be unkillable. All they do 
down on the planet is garden, right? Why did Aeryn leave the plant and let it overgrow 
the ship instead of, say, planting it? Aeryn's body has been placed among the plant's 
tendrils, which is slightly odd. Crichton kneels beside her and explains, "I told them 
our plan." And then he monologues. He wanted to show her some place in Maine 
where his family used to spend the summer. "My Dad and I, we'd camp out there, and 
one night, the astronauts landed on the moon. | remember looking up at the sky. | 
knew right then what | was gonna do with the rest of my life." He sighs, "| miss you 
already. Who else am | gonna tell this crap to?" Heh. He leans down, says he loves 
her, and gives her a kiss. Then he reaches into the voluminous folds of her cloak and 
pulls out the locket. Which, apparently, wasn't actually fastened. No wonder it fell off 
before. As he holds it, we hear Aeryn, in echoey-flashback, say that it contains a 
photo of the love of her life. | know! That was ten minutes ago! He opens it, and 
there's a tiny cut-out picture of Crichton's head in there. Where'd she get the photo? 
Crichton is apparently the only one in creation who's surprised by this, and starts 
sobbing. 

A rather cranky Pilot starts prepping for reverse Starburst. Whirry noises ensue. 
Moya shakes suddenly, and Crichton whines, "What now?" 

As sparks drip from random bits of equipment, Zhaan asks Pilot what's going on. 
Pilot's voice gets all funky as he says "Priming for Starburst is making everything 
stop." More crashing noises, and then Pilot says he can't move his arms. While 
flapping his arms around as usual. But then he really does start to freeze as he asks 
them to initiate Starburst manually. 

In Command, D'Argo races (well, in slo-mo) for the control panel, but winds up frozen 
several feet away with his arm stretched out plaintively. | cannot believe that they're 
still finding ways to make this episode even dopier. D'Argo and Chiana shout for help 
in distorto-speak. Even though they can't move. 

In the med bay, Zhaan tells Stark, "Crichton and | once shared Unity. So | can help 
him. If we join, we can keep time alive for him." | was going to try to replicate her 
manner of speaking, but it woooould BE quite annnnnnnoyING to rEEEad. Plus, it's 
hard enough to make sense of what she's saying there. | mean... oh, whatever. She 
and Stark bump foreheads, white light whooshes out. 
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On the transport, Crichton is understandably bewildered when he hears Zhaan talking 
to him. She calmly says that she fused her spirit with Stark, like, duh, and tells him to 
go to Command and initiate Starburst. But since he's old, he wants to know why he's 
gotta get up and trudge across the ship, and then Zhaan has to explain what we 
ALREADY KNOW AGAIN about how everyone else is frozen. Crichton sighs, "| am 
too old for this shit." Hey! He said a bad word. And | feel the same way. The 
captioning says "too old for this crap," which amuses me. But he slowly gets up. 
Dramatic music plays as Crichton runs in slo-mo down the corridor. The entire 
episode could have been redeemed if he'd done that Tim Conway footshuffle here, 


but no such luck. Instead, the background goes swirling and darkens as he goes on 
running. 

Zhaan and Stark clutch each other and shimmer. Zhaan urges Crichton to hurry. 

How come episodes where time stops always recreate that experience for the viewer? 
We cut in between Crichton slowly running, and D'Argo not moving at all. Then 
Crichton arrives in Command. He moves past D'Argo and presses the Starburst 
panel. Finally. 

We see the Starburst lights zip out of the mist, behind Moya, and then there's a 
kerzapple and the ship materializes in empty space. 

The camera drunkenly weaves down a corridor and into Command. Everyone's there, 
including normal-age Aeryn and Crichton. They stare out the viewscreen as Crichton 
asks what the staticy mist in front of them is. Pilot says he's analyzing it now. Rygel 
wonders if it'd make a good hiding place, but Chiana doesn't think that's a good idea. 
Aeryn says, "I'll fly a long-range recon in a transport pod to make sure it's safe." 
Zhaan is meditating in her room. Suddenly she opens her eyes and gasps, "No!" 

As Aeryn prepares to head out, she picks up a pot and explains that it's a plant Zhaan 
gave her to ease her headaches. 

Zhaan races down a corridor, trying to call Pilot. Instead she runs into Stark, who 
says, "You know what they're about to do?" She complains that the comms aren't 
working and they both start running. 

In Command, Crichton tells Pilot that everyone but Chiana agrees that they should 
enter the mist. | thought they agreed that Aeryn should go explore it first. If they're 
going to enter it anyway, why did she bother? As Moya starts to move forward, Zhaan 
and Stark race in. Zhaan shouts for Pilot to stop. Stark stops dead and tells Crichton, 
"You're young!" Crichton squints a little and says, "Uh huh." Stark turns to goggle at 
Aeryn. Zhaan gasps that they don't remember, and Stark 's brain finally kicks in 
enough for him to say, "Just trust us. Don't go into the mist." Chiana, adorably, grins 
widely at that. Crichton wants to know why not, and Zhaan settles for saying that she 
and Stark can sense that it's dangerous. Chiana eagerly agrees. Crichton tetchily tells 
Pilot to move Moya away from the mist. 
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Some time later, Zhaan strolls through a corridor with Stark as they try to make sense 
of what happened. Good luck with that one. Stark theorizes, "We've returned to a time 
before any of it happened." He figures that the two of them only remember it because 
they were joined. Zhaan wonders about Aeryn's family, and Stark figures Ennixx may 
still exist in her own universe. | think he's reached my own conclusions about this 
episode, since he swiftly changes the subject and declares, "It's time to tell Ka D'Argo 
why | came aboard." 

Command. Stark hands D'Argo a little metal tube. Inside it is a photograph of a 
sulky-looking Luxan boy. Stark explains, "I found it in a manifest of slaves being sold 
to the Caton mines." Okay, so the kid's probably got reasons to sulk. D'Argo asks, 
"Who is this?" which is kind of hilarious, because who do you think? Zhaan nervously 
says that according to the manifest, it's D'Argo's son, Jothee. We fade... 

...back in, as D'Argo confirms, "My son is being sold into slavery." He tosses the 
photograph and leaps at Stark, knocking his head against a table as he shouts, "How 
long have you known? Why didn't you tell me?" Zhaan quickly explains that Stark just 


wanted to wait till she was awake. Because of her soothing nature, | guess. Obviously, 
that didn't do much good. She begs D'Argo to let Stark go and insists, "There's plenty 
of time. The auction isn't for a few solar days. We will find a way to rescue Jothee!" 
D'Argo shudders and slowly calms down. He finally apologizes to Stark, and in dazed 
tones mutters that he needs to save his son. 

Maintenance bay. Aeryn and Crichton are, | dunno, maintaining things. Aeryn looks 
over at him and says, "What?" Crichton asks if she has "a feeling." He explains, "I just 
had this feeling... Something happened." "Between us?" Aeryn asks, as if she feels 
the same way. Crichton says, "Yeah." She asks what he thinks happened, and he 
smirks, "I don't know." Aeryn grins and figures that if something happened, they'd 
remember it. After a moment she calls him over to look at something. She explains 
that she found the locket Chiana gave her in the transport pod. But it's fused shut, so 
she's trying to open it. Crichton asks if she put something inside, but Aeryn says she 
didn't. After prying at it a little, she manages to open it. They look inside and find a 
small pile of coppery dust. Why would....oh, | don't care anymore. You win this time, 
Farscape. Aeryn says, "Looks like something disintegrated in there." She puts it out 
into her palm, and Crichton picks up a few flakes curiously. With a final, "Hm," she 
dumps them out onto the ground. And then she and Crichton stare at each other 
significantly. Because that's their thing. 

Many, many thanks to the PHP Simple HTML DOM Parser | Speedy hosting by 
WebFaction | Google+ 
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We open on a shot of Moya, and see a transport whipping out from her toward -- 
Talyn! Who's the cutest widdle baby Leviathan in da Uncharted Territories? Who is? 
You are! Wooja wooja. Er, sorry, I'll stop doing that now. 

As a jacketed Aeryn steps aboard Talyn, Crais portentously says, "The invitation was 
for all of you." Aeryn says the others are waiting on the transport. Dramatic zoom on 
Crais, who is staring out through the viewports with his back to us in his best Captain 
Nemo impression. "Prudent," he says, and orders Talyn to scan Aeryn for weapons. 
Crazy stupid awesome guns with attached axe-blades swish out of the walls as Aeryn 
is scanned. She's unarmed, so Crais finally turns to face her. | guess if she'd had 
weapons, he didn't want to watch Talyn slice and dice her. Aeryn notes that Crais is 
armed, and asks why they should trust him. Crais gives Aeryn a smirk and then tells 
Talyn that he's engaging "privacy mode and full manual overrides." The axe-guns pop 
back into the walls. Crais reaches back, pops off the transponder that connects him to 
Talyn, and offers it to Aeryn. Does this mean they're engaged? 

On Moya, Rygel peers at the viewscreen and asks if Ta/yn has grown since they last 
saw him. Chiana notes, "His, um, cannon sure looks bigger." Rygel is combing his 
whiskers with some kind of giant toothbrush. Aw. Pilot says that Moya is pleased that 
Talyn is doing so well. 

Crichton steps aboard Talyn, and holds his jacket open to show that he's unarmed. 
Everyone has such pretty coats. D'Argo and Zhaan follow, along with Stark, who Crais 
greets as, "Banik slave." Heh. Zhaan grumpily corrects Crais, "A Banik, yes, but no 


longer a slave." And then there's a little bit of exposition about Stark, but even the 
actors seem bored with it, so let's move on. Crais announces, "Despite my best 
efforts, Talyn is becoming more aggressive, more destructive. You must help me 
disarm him." 

Moya. Rygel is now brushing his eyebrows. | love the feline pleasure he seems to 
take in grooming himself. Chiana and Rygel wonder what's happening aboard Talyn. 
Then Pilot announces that another ship is approaching. Sure enough, a third ship 
swoops toward them. Pilot identifies it as a Plokavian ship, and Rygel asks if that's 
good or bad. "Bad, very bad," Pilot says. Chiana nervously asks, "What's Talyn 
doing?" 

Talyn's cannon extends itself, and, er....it's Chiana's fault for making it sound dirty, 
damn it. Talyn fires at the Plokavian ship, which explodes. Cool! 
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Chiana and Rygel look terrified. Pilot reports that yet another Plokavian ship is 
approaching. Rygel asks, "How soon can we Starburst?" Off of Chiana's look, he 
says, "I'm just asking!" Pilot says that Ta/yn has cut off communication with Moya. 
Then Crichton calls in and says that they're headed back. As the transport pod heads 
back, Ta/yn Starbursts away. Pilot warns Crichton that another Plokavian ship is 
closing in on them. 

It's doing a lot more than that, in fact. We see the transport against the stars for a 
moment, and then this giant ship passes above it, filling the frame from top to bottom, 
in a way that's reminiscent of the opening of a certain retarded children's movie. And it 
just keeps going on and on, like the fans of a certain retarded children's movie. Then 
goofy robot arms snake out, grab the transport, and haul it inside. Inside the transport, 
sparks fly and then everyone aboard is jolted and collapses. 

Back on Moya, Pilot calls to Crichton, and gets no reply. Chiana and Rygel look 
terrified. Even more. 

Credits. Random plug: Rex Libris. Because there aren't enough comics about heroic 
librarians. The first storyline just wrapped up, but you can check out a sample here. 
Crichton wakes up...somewhere. Zhaan and Stark are also awake, and Stark reports 
that D'Argo's still unconscious, but unhurt. Crichton asks after Aeryn. Zhaan fretfully 
says that Aeryn was missing when they woke up. Crichton calls, "Aeryn’?" We finally 
go to a wide shot and see that Crichton, Zhaan, Stark, and D'Argo are sitting on what 
looks like a giant metal frisbee floating in darkness. Zhaan says that their comms 
aren't working, and Stark explains that they were hit with a dampening net: "It's the 
only Plokavian weapon that isn't lethal." Crichton decides to try shouting Aeryn's 
name. Remarkably, that doesn't accomplish anything. He looks over the frisbee's 
edge and wonders, "How far down does that go?" He spits, and waits a moment 
before nervously announcing, "That's a long way down. Either that or they got deep 
shag carpet." He's got very sensitive ears. Or very loud spittle. Suddenly D'Argo 
wakes up and immediately grabs Stark by the neck, growling, "This is all your fault!" 
Crichton hisses at D'Argo to knock it off, and D'Argo reluctantly releases a gasping 
Stark. D'Argo looks around and asks where Aeryn is. Crichton says, "Good question," 
and D'Argo sighs, "Bad answer." 
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Aeryn turns out to be sitting in one of La-Z-Boy's new line of interrogation recliners. It's 
got built in reading lamps on the headrest! And another one which rises out of the 
footrest. Hm, maybe that's a little heatlamp in case your feet get cold. Sweet. At the 
moment all of the lamps are aimed directly at her face, the better to reveal her irritated 
expression. She grumps, "I have told you, no one is responsible." From the darkness 
we hear a Plokavian grumble, "Someone is! You destroyed a Plokavian vessel." A 
second, female Plokavian asks if Talyn fired by himself. Aeryn explains that Talyn's 
manual overrides were engaged, so he couldn't have fired on his own. It's going to be 
pretty annoying to keep typing "the male Plokavian" and "the female Plokavian" for the 
whole recap, so I'm going to call them Steve and Eydie. Steve asks if Crais fired the 
cannon, but Aeryn says he wasn't near the weapons console. We finally see that the 
recliner is sitting on a pole, which is standing in a large pool of liquid. The size, and for 
that matter the depth, of the pool is unclear since everything's shrouded in darkness. | 
would characterize Plokavian decorating as "aqua-goth." Though the chair is 
reminiscent of the end of the first Aeon Flux short, when Aeon goes to foot-fetishist's 
heaven. Anyway, Eydie thinks that Aeryn's protecting Crais. Aeryn says, "If | wanted 
to lie, it would be easy to blame it on Crais, wouldn't it? After all, he and Talyn fled, did 
they not?" Eydie sneers, "You don't want to see either of them dispersed!" Aeryn 
agrees with that, and repeats that the whole thing was an accident. We see someone 
move toward the chair -- it's hard to see much in the low light, but there's a tall, robed 
figure holding two very tall walking sticks. Oh my God, they've been captured by 
stiltwalkers. The horror! Aeryn looks at her interrogator, and Eydie asks, "Do | offend 
your senses?" Aeryn looks away and says, "No." Eydie shrieks that maybe Aeryn's 
the one who fired the cannon. Aeryn sighs that she's telling the truth. Steve and Eydie 
order her to take it from the top. 

Flashback to Talyn, as D'Argo, Stark, and Zhaan step aboard. Blah blah, "Banik 
slave," blah blah, disarming Talyn. This time, we see more of the conversation. Crais 
says he wants to replace Talyn's cannon with a dampening net to "incapacitate hostile 
vessels." Zhaan asks where he's going to get a dampening net. In space. At this hour. 
Crais explains that they're going to meet with a Plokavian arms dealer. Stark is mildly 
shocked. The gag becomes clearer later, but in Aeryn's version of events, everyone is 
being very, very calm about everything. Well, almost everyone, as we're about to see. 
Stark explains to a curious Zhaan that the Plokavians build dangerous weapons. Crais 
assures them that he's just getting the dampening net. D'Argo interrupts, 
"Peacekeeper lies!" He shouts that Crais is planning to upgrade Talyn's weaponry. 
Crichton thinks that D'Argo has a point, but then Crais agrees to let them supervise 
the installation. Zhaan's agreeable, but Crichton asks what they'll do if Ta/yn objects to 
the change. Aeryn says that she can talk him into it. D'Argo dramatically exclaims, "| 
will not be a party to this!" Crichton's on D'Argo's side, and asks, "What do we know 
about these Plakavoids?" Aeryn corrects him, "It's 'Plokavians,' John," and notes that 
they don't need to know anything else. Zhaan says she may need to meditate about 
this to decide what she thinks. Aeryn doesn't quite roll her eyes as D'Argo snaps, 
“Enough thinking! If we really want to help Talyn, then we should kill Crais!" Crichton 
calls, "| am up with that!" Heh. Aeryn herds D'Argo to the other end of the cabin, and 
Crais points out that Ta/yn will be even more destructive without his "guidance." "You 
mean, your control!" D'Argo bellows. Crais argues, "| can only control him to a point. | 


can't even convince him to use his weapons as a last resort." Aeryn holds up the 
transponder and offers to talk to Talyn herself. They continue to debate whether or not 
to trust Crais, and Crais mentions that he's only used Talyn's weapons in self-defense. 
Zhaan, still waffling, mentions what happened with the Halosians. Crais says that the 
Halosians attacked, and he was barely able to keep Talyn from destroying them. To 
sum up Aeryn's story: Stark was silent, Zhaan was useless, Crichton was surly, and 
D'Argo was homicidal. So far, it sounds pretty plausible. 
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The console beeps, and Crais announces that the Plokavians have arrived. A 
hologram of the Plokavian ship appears on a terminal, and Aeryn looks it over while 
Crais tells the Plokavians that they're early. He explains that he's engaged manual 
override and "privacy mode," so that Talyn can't listen in on their conversation. Aeryn 
notices that the Plokavians are heavily armed, and Stark moves toward the console 
as he suggests raising the defense screen. Aeryn pulls his hand back and says that 
Plokavians may take that as a sign of bad faith. Stark argues that Ta/yn can't defend 
himself. Meanwhile, Crais says that he wants to discuss the terms of the exchange. 
Then: zap, boom. The Plokavian ship explodes, and Crais shouts, "Who fired that 
shot?" Aeryn insists, "Nobody, our proximity sensors were switched off." Crais says 
he'll have to ask Talyn what happened. Crichton quickly says, "Turn off the privacy 
mode, we'll tell him ourselves." He tells Aeryn not to give the transponder back to 
Crais. Crais evilly sneers, "| have another!" Crichton shouts,"You frelled us!" as Crais 
pops the spare into his spine-socket. The axe-guns pop out of the wall and everyone 
moves for the door as Aeryn gasps, "He's taking over Talyn again!" Crais shouts at 
them to leave, and Crichton drags a struggling Aeryn toward the hatch. Aeryn 
voiceovers, "| would have tried to remove Crais's transponder, and forced him to stay, 
but the others wouldn't risk it." 

Interrogation chamber. Eydie sneers that the cannon just went off all by itself, then. 
Steve notes, "You understand we might find that difficult to accept." Aeryn says it's the 
truth. 

Moya. Chiana marches down a corridor and finally discovers Rygel sniffing around in 
the galley. She asks why he's not in Command. "Why aren't you?” would be my 
response, but Rygel explains, "There's no food on the Command!" Chiana says that 
Rygel's supposed to be negotiating with the Plokavians for the return of the others. 
Rygel says that the Plokavians didn't even respond. Then there's a jolt, and Chiana 
asks Pilot if the ship is moving. Pilot says that Moya wants to go looking for Talyn. 
Chiana gasps, "What about Crichton and the others?" Yeah, "the others." Like old 
whatzisname, your boyfriend, D'Argo. Sheesh. Pilot says, "Our absence will not 
change their situation." He says that if they find Talyn, maybe they can get him to help 
rescue the others. 

Plokavian brig. Crichton is sprawled out on the frisbee so he can examine the 
underside. He announces that there's nothing to hold on to. Zhaan asks where they 
would go even if they got off the frisbee. Crichton says, "Sooner or later, one of us is 
going to have to find a bathroom." D'Argo laughs heartily, and then stops with a sigh 
and says, "I really wish you hadn't said that." Heh. There's a metallic noise, and 
suddenly the center of the frisbee pops up. Good thing nobody was standing there at 
the time. It turns out to be a little caged elevator, with Aeryn inside. She explains that 


the Plokavians questioned her, and will talk to all of them. She advises, "Don't lie to 
them, lying will get us all executed." D'Argo asks what she told them, and Aeryn firmly 
says, "The truth." Everyone looks around for a second, and then Crichton suddenly 
sweeps Aeryn into a hug as he exclaims, "Oh God, | missed you so much!" He 
whispers, "Play along," into her ear as he embraces her. | bet he tries that again when 
they're back on Moya. Steve bellows Zhaan's name, and she nervously enters the 
elevator. Meanwhile, Aeryn loudly and insincerely declares, "| missed you too, John. 
Hold me." Crichton quietly asks Aeryn if the Plokavians are listening to them, and she 
says that she assumes so. She adds, "I told them no one was responsible for firing 
Talyn's weapons -- that he must have malfunctioned." Crichton says that it isn't much 
of a story. "Only one | had," Aeryn shrugs. He suggests telling the others, which is 
when the elevator, and Zhaan, sink out of sight. D'oh. 
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Interrogation chamber. Zhaan stammers that Crais asked for their help. Cue the 
flashback. Stark, dampening net, fishcakes. This time, when the Plokavians are 
mentioned, Zhaan doesn't ask who they are. Instead, she helpfully tells Stark, "Oh, 
I've heard of them. Quite far advanced technologically. Strong believers in truth and 
justice." | love the idea that she's working flattery into her testimony. And this time, it's 
Crichton who immediately objects because he doesn't trust Crais. Crais tells Crichton 
that he can supervise the installation of the dampening net. Zhaan points out that 
Crais will need their help to get Talyn to go along with this. Crichton, startled, says, "I 
hadn't thought about that. Talyn might not want to give up his cannon, right?" Aeryn 
grumpily tells Crichton that Peacekeepers never give up their weapons. She goes on 
to say, "But it's in his best interest, so we should let Crais do it." Crichton quickly 
agrees. Heh, Zhaan thinks he's whipped. Stark and Zhaan also support the plan. 
Eydie interrupts, "You're saying that nobody had a problem with Crais's plan?" Zhaan 
admits that right about then, D'Argo got pissy. She says, "He's a Luxan and Luxans 
are subject to fits of hyper-rage. Well, and he lost his son, you know. That made him 
edgy." Edgy is one word for it. 

Flashback. D'Argo shouts, "I will not be a party to this!" Crichton calmly asks what the 
problem is, and D'Argo says that Crais going to get dangerous weapons installed on 
Talyn. Crichton wavers, and admits that D'Argo has a point. Wow, she thinks 
Crichton's whipped in several ways. Stark seems to support Crais's plan. Once again, 
Crais says that Ta/yn would be more destructive without his guidance. This time it's 
Crichton who asks, "Don't you mean, your control?" Crais says that he can't always 
control Talyn. Aeryn fondles the neural link and says she'll teach Talyn to behave. Oh 
my. Self-defense, Halosians, and cue the Plokavians. So, according to Zhaan, Stark 
was agreeable, Aeryn was militaristic, Crichton was dopey, and D'Argo was surly. 
Crais greets the Plokavians, saying they're right on time, Stark and Zhaan move to 
look at the hologram of the ship while Aeryn lurks behind them. Stark says it's a lovely 
ship, and Zhaan agrees. She's really not very subtle at all. Something beeps and 
flashes, and Aeryn says, "Weapons console malfunction. " The cannon rises up out of 
Talyn. Crichton moves toward the console, saying that they have to disarm it. Aeryn 
waves him away, snapping, "You might set it off!" 
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Zap, boom. Rubble flies toward Talyn, shaking it. Crais exclaims, "The Plokavians will 
have great difficulty believing that was an accident. We'd better go!" It's quite a long, 
articulate exclamation, really. Zhaan's a terrible liar. Zhaan says that they should wait 
to explain in case "the authorities" turn up. Crais vetoes that, and pulls out his spare 
transponder. "Leave now, or I'll force you!" he shouts, as he pops it in. Zhaan helpfully 
tells Stark, "He has another transponder." Ha! Even in her own version of events, she 
offers redundant exposition. The guns pop out of the walls, and Aeryn and Crichton 
cower hilariously. Crais orders them to go, and Crichton and Aeryn skedaddle. 
Crichton has the most amusing terrified expression, while Zhaan looks completely 
calm. Heh. She voiceovers, "There was nothing we could do, so we boarded the 
transport pod to return to Moya." 

Interrogation room. Wow, the footrest-lamp is really quite Freudian, isn't it? Zhaan 
finishes her story and asks, "Any more questions?" as she looks around. The room is 
silent. | think Steve and Eydie went out for coffee about half an hour ago. 

Brig. Everyone's staring into the blackness. Crichton says, "This is the weirdest 
hoosegow I've ever been in." Then he says, "Slammer, clink, jail, prison.” Is he having 
a Howard Hughes moment or something? Aeryn asks how many prisons he's been in, 
and Crichton replies, "Just what are you implying?" You're the one making the 
implication, actually. The elevator pops up out of the frisbee again, and Crichton asks 
Zhaan how it went. She says, "I told them what | saw. | hope they believe me." Steve 
calls for Stark, who steps into the elevator. D'Argo glares at Stark as he descends. 
Interrogation room. Stark explains that he didn't believe Crais's story about the 
dampening net. Steve asks why. Stark says, "He's an ex-Peacekeeper Captain who 
abandoned his own people and abducted Talyn. He's completely power-mad." He 
adds that Crichton didn't trust Crais, either. 

Flashback. We skip the preliminaries this time, and go straight to Crichton saying, 
"You expect us to help you?" Stark's version is particularly funny because everyone's 
acting like they're on quaaludes. Or like they're in a Sergio Leone movie. But | repeat 
myself. Even when they're arguing, they speak calmly. Crais says that Ta/yn won't let 
him make the modifications. Aeryn sniffs, "Good for Talyn." Zhaan sneers that Crais 
doesn't seem to have complete control of Talyn, and D'Argo purrs, "John, give me the 
word and I'll break his neck." Crais says that Talyn chose him to be Captain, and 
Aeryn suggests that they might override that decision, and holds up the transponder. 
This time, when Crais says that he's only used the ship's weapons in self-defense, 
Zhaan says, "As you did with the Halosians," like she's disagreeing. Crichton says that 
they won't help him. Crais doesn't raise his voice a bit when he says, "You'll regret 
this." Hee. The console beeps, and Crais goes to chat with the Plokavians without 
mentioning if they're early or on time or what. Instead, he mellowly declares that the 
deal is off. The Plokavian growls, "| cannot permit that. The contract stands." Crais 
marches over to the weapons console and slams his palm onto a button. Boom. So, 
according to Stark, nobody liked Crais's plan, and the Plokavians were jerks. 
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Steve interrupts, "That's not what the others told us," and asks if they're all protecting 
Crais. Stark says no, they're protecting Talyn. "They know you'd have to destroy Talyn 
to bring Crais to justice." 


Moya. Chiana tells Pilot that the search for Talyn is a waste of time, and they're just 
going to get lost. Pilot snaps, "I'm doing as Moya wishes! Do not question us!" He 
vanishes from the clamshell while Rygel teases Chiana about her diplomatic skills. 
Brig. D'Argo paces around on the frisbee until Crichton advises him to watch his step. 
D'Argo threatens to toss Crichton into the void. Jeez. Crichton says, "Just trying to 
cheer you up." The elevator pops up, returning Stark to the frisbee, and Eydie 
announces, "Your testimonies do not correspond! Unless we hear the truth, you will all 
be executed!" As soon as Stark steps out of the elevator, D'Argo grabs him and 
shouts, "What did you say to them?" Stark struggles to get away, and D'Argo punches 
him, knocking his mask off. Even though it's buckled around his neck. That's some 
punch. Stark moans, "My mask..." while his face spews glowy blobs at everyone. 
Fade out. 

After the nonexistent commercials, Stark keeps wailing "My maaaaask!" and | get the 
giggles. The mask goes sliding over the edge of the frisbee. Zhaan manages to catch 
it before it's gone, and puts it back over Stark's glowy face. I'm sorry, but that was a 
pretty lame excuse for an act-break cliffhanger. Once he's calmed down, Stark 
explains, "My mask keeps my energies in check." Okay. Aeryn drily says, "D'Argo, that 
didn't help." Heh. The Plokavians announce that it's D'Argo's turn. D'Argo steps into 
the elevator and declares, "I'll tell them what | really saw." 

We cut straight to the flashback. | have to say that, even while I'm whining to myself 
about how | have to recap the same scene five times with slight variations, | do 
appreciate how in each version, it's more abbreviated. And at least the variations keep 
me from feeling like I'm reliving "The Longest Day." So, Stark gasps, "Plokavians? Are 
you fahrbot?" D'Argo asks who they are, and Stark raves, "They're barbarians, 
murderers, builders of horrific weapons! Shatter grenades, Novatron gases, seismic 
disruptors. They're frelling savages who deal in death!" 

Steve repeats, "Savages?" In the interrogation room, D'Argo says that's what Stark 
called them. He adds that just then Aeryn started defending Crais. Nice segue! 
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Flashback. Aeryn says that Crais is just getting a dampening net. D'Argo, who 
apparently thinks he's super-calm, suggests that Crais is after other weapons. 
Crichton says, "You know what | think? | think you are right!" and points at D'Argo. 
Crichton and Aeryn strike a pose next to D'Argo, like he's the hero and they're his 
sidekicks. Aw, | like D'Argo's reality. Crais shiftily offers to let them supervise the 
installation. Stark, the yappy puppy in this scenario, insists that they should leave. 
Crais smarmily says he needs their help, but D'Argo declares, "We will not be a party 
to this." In the background, Stark continues to freak out about the Plokavians. Crais 
says the modification will help Talyn. D'Argo, still icebox-cool, says, "I think | know 
how to help Talyn. Why don't we break Crais' neck?" Crichton says, "| am down with 
that!" At least D'Argo gets the slang right. Zhaan says that violence won't solve 
anything, and D'Argo's expression suggests that he's pretty sure violence solves 
everything. Crais says that Ta/yn would be more destructive without his guidance. 
"You mean, your control," D'Argo sniffs. Aeryn says she could help Crais deal with 
Talyn but D'Argo firmly declares that Crais "wants to keep Talyn's powers for his own 
selfish purposes. "Yeah!" Crichton says. Tee hee. Crais says he's only used Talyn's 
weapons in self-defense, and Zhaan mentions the Halosians (supportively, this time). 


The console beeps, and Crais says that the Plokavians have arrived. So, according to 
D'Argo, he was the coolest, and everyone else was considerably less cool than he 
was. Especially Stark, who was a blithering idiot. 

Stark waves his arms around and wails, "Tell them you've changed your mind. Don't 
deal with them!" Everyone ignores him. D'Argo and Zhaan go to eye the hologram of 
the ship while Crais tells the Plokavians that they're early. Zhaan points out that the 
Plokavian ship is carrying Novatron gas. D'Argo knowingly says, "Eats you alive from 
the inside out." Stark insists, "We can't let Crais get near these monsters. We have to 
strike first!" Suddenly Stark slams his hand into the weapons console. Crais looks 
quite startled as the Plokavian ship goes kaboom. And! This time the explosion is 
extra-awesome, because if you go through it in slow motion, you can watch a little 
Plokavian body go flying out of the wreckage and slam into Talyn's viewports. Whee! 
As the ship is rocked by the explosion, Stark screams like a girl. Crais shouts, "What 
have you done?" D'Argo tells Crais to give it up, and Crichton chirps, "Stark frelled 
you!" Aeryn holds up the transponder and chuckles, "You're not getting this back, 
either." D'Argo announces that Crais has a spare, and then Crais is popping it into his 
spine. Axe-guns swoosh out. Crais orders them to go. 
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Steve confirms that Stark fired the cannon. D'Argo says, "Yes, but | will never mourn 
the death of someone who deals in Novatron gas." Eydie asks why he's turning Stark 
in, then. D'Argo says that the rest of them shouldn't be held responsible for what Stark 
did. 

Brig. Stark mopes that D'Argo's going to get him killed. Zhaan says, "But you didn't 
fire the cannon." Stark agrees. 

Moya. Chiana enters Pilot's chamber and apologizes for yelling at him. She asks what 
the chances are that they'll find Talyn. "Miniscule," Pilot concedes. He explains that 
Moya feels guilty. "Talyn's her son, Chiana. She feels responsible for what he does." 
Chiana rather cleverly asks if Moya feels any responsibility toward the people she's 
abandoned. After pondering that for a moment, Pilot says that he won't force Moya to 
turn back, but he will ask her. Chiana asks what will happen if the others escape in the 
transport and don't find Moya waiting for them. Pilot says, "Moya understands your 
concern. [beat] And she agrees with it." Chiana seems to be surprised that she 
actually won an argument as the rest of the world is. Pilot says he's plotting a course 
back to where they were. 

Brig. D'Argo returns in the elevator. Steve calls for Crichton. As Crichton descends, 
Aeryn twitches one eyebrow, which is a pretty emotional farewell for her. Stark and 
Zhaan look at each other sadly. D'Argo stares off into the blackness. 

Interrogation chamber. Eydie shrilly asks who fired the cannon. Crichton says, 
"Nobody did. Must have been a malfunction." Suddenly an image D'Argo's face is 
projected onto Crichton's, which is an effect that's equal parts neat and disorienting. 
But now we know what the foot-lamp does. | wait for the Plokavians to say, "Whoops, 
sorry, we've got the projector facing the wrong way, just a sec," but that doesn't 
happen. Anyway, Crichton hears D'Argo say, "Stark was at the weapons console. He 
was frantic. Before | could stop him, he fired the cannon." Eydie asks if D'Argo was 
lying. Crichton offers, "He was confused." He goes on to say that Stark's never been 
on Talyn before, and wouldn't know where the weapons console was. There's a click, 


and now Aeryn's face is projected onto Crichton. Aeryn says, "Stark offered to raise 
Talyn's defense screen. He started towards the weapons console, but | stopped him 
before he could touch anything." Crichton says that it all fits together: D'Argo saw 
Stark near the console, so he assumed that Stark is the one who fired. Another click, 
and Zhaan's face is projected. She says that nobody was near the weapons console. 
"When it malfunctioned, Crichton started toward it, but Aeryn told him not to touch it." 
Eydie says that Crichton was the closest one to the console. Crichton sighs that 
everyone's stories are different because nobody sees things the same way. "We do!" 
Eydie objects. Crichton asks, "Ten Plakavoids see a fender bender and you get ten 
identical reports?" "Yes," says Steve. Crichton insists that most people will have 
inconsistent stories. Stark's face is projected, and we hear him saying, "Then Crais 
got angry and marched over to the weapons console and pressed a control. That's 
when the cannon fired." Crichton explains that Stark hates Peacekeepers, and doesn't 
mind using Crais as a scapegoat. "Stop!" Steve roars. An overhead light comes on as 
Eydie declares that everyone is lying. They begin wading out toward the chair. This 
time, because of the overhead light, we get to see their faces. Remember that part of 
Robocop when Paul McCrane is doused in toxic waste and gets all melty? They look 
like that. It's gross, but also kind of a letdown after all the mystery. Eydie says, "The 
executions will begin immediately!" Crichton looks... well, kind of bored, honestly. | 
think it's hard for him to take death-threats seriously at this point. 
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In another cliffhanger cop-out, it turns out that the Plokavians were bluffing. Steve 
asks Crichton to tell them who did it. Eydie adds, "Otherwise, we will commence the 
executions with you! For real! We totally mean it this time and aren't just trying to 
scare you! Probably!" Crichton sighs, "It's the same everywhere: good cop, bad cop." 
He says that they don't want the truth; they want a scapegoat. Steve insists that they 
want justice. Crichton pffts, "Then listen up. Yes. We. Are. Lying. You say we're going 
to be executed at dawn. Is it some big surprise that we'd cover for one another?" He 
says that he's going to tell them the truth: he doesn't know what happened. Steve 
looks a little abashed, in addition to looking melted. Crichton then offers to tell them 
the truth about what he saw. "No coverings, no editorials, no axes to grind." He says 
they've got it right, up until Crais mentioned "the Plakavoids." 

Flashback. Stark gasps, "The Plakavoids? Are you fahrbot?" Hee. Everyone calls 
them Plakavoids in Crichton's version. The dumb jokes are the best jokes. Zhaan 
asks who the Plakavoids are, and Stark describes them as, "a dangerous race who 
build horrific weapons." Crais wants a dampening net; D'Argo thinks otherwise; they 
can supervise. Crais mentions that Ta/yn "won't part with his cannon willingly." 
Crichton asks, "Can you blame him for that?" D'Argo says that they won't be a party to 
this, and Stark adds that the Plakavoids are evil. Crais says that this will help Talyn 
and D'Argo suggests that breaking Crais's neck might help Talyn even more. Crais 
mentions the guidance he provides, and this time it's Zhaan who says, "You mean, 
your control." Aeryn fondles the transponder as she suggests that she might have 
better luck as Talyn's captain. Crais says, "Doubtful. He trusts me." Crichton sighs, 
"Then he's the only one around here who does." Crais says he's only used the 
weapons in self-defense, and Zhaan mentions the Halosians. Crichton's not 
convinced. There's a beep, and Crais says, "The Plackavoidian vessel's here!" Ha! 


Stark grumbles about dealing with the Plakavoids. While D'Argo goes to look at the 
hologram, Crichton asks, "Assuming we want to neuter Talyn, are these really the 
people we want to be in business with?" Crais says there aren't any other options, and 
then tells the Plakavoids that they're early. Stark begins edging up toward the console 
while Crais explains that Ta/lyn can't eavesdrop. Crichton suddenly asks Stark what 
he's doing, and Stark declares, "We have to strike first!" He turns back to the console 
and Crichton rushes over. They conveniently block our view of the console as they 
fumble with each other, and then it's Stark who gasps, "What have you done?" right 
before he slaps the button. Zap, boom. Plakacorpse! 
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Interrogation room. Crichton concludes, "And then Crais forced us off the ship." Eydie 
asks if Stark did hit the weapons console. Crichton says during their fumbling, he shut 
the console down. "He did not fire the weapon. Nobody did. And that's how | saw it. 
Cross my heart, hope to die, stick a needle in my eye." Oh, honey, | wish you hadn't 
said that, considering I've got "A Clockwork Nebari" coming up next. 

On the frisbee, Stark moans that he's going to be executed, and wonders how they'll 
do it. "Pulse fire? Strangulation? Maybe even Novatron gas." Aeryn, who hasn't 
learned anything about how to be comforting, says the Plokavians mentioned 
"dispersal" to her. Stark turns to her, startled, and says that he might be able to 
survive dispersal. Oh. Well, isn't that convenient? Zhaan points out that Maldis 
survived after being dispersed. So apparently dispersal isn't dangerous to incredibly 
annoying characters. Figures. Stark gasps, "Maybe | can return to this realm 
someday." There's a happy pause, and then he looks at a skeptical Aeryn and adds, 
"No. | don't believe it either." Ha! He does say that it's at least a chance. And then the 
elevator pops up as Crichton returns. 

Steve and Eydie are revealed, standing on another frisbee. Eydie shrieks, "Your lack 
of candor gives us no choice but to have you all put to death." As everyone starts 
bitching, she says they'll start with Aeryn. Stark stands up and declares, "I cannot let 
the others die on my behalf. | have to tell the truth. | fired on the Plokavian ship and 
destroyed it." Crichton tries to stop him, but they're all immediately zapped so that 
everyone besides Stark falls down, frozen. Steve admits that Stark was their prime 
suspect. Stark unbuckles his mask and removes it. His formerly-glowy blob is all dark 
and mopey. It's a mood blob! Stark puts the mask into Zhaan's hand and steps into 
the elevator. Then he speechifies, "| thank you all for the great risks you took to save 
a mere Banik slave. Your acceptance, your friendship, has meant a lot to me." Except 
for D'Argo, of course. They blink in acknowledgment, since that's all they can do. 
Then a light blazes down from the top of the elevator, and Stark screams in pain. And 
then his body is gone, and a lot of glowy confetti is blown out of the elevator. 

As the transport pod zips toward Moya, Pilot reports that they're ready to Starburst as 
soon as everyone's aboard. D'Argo mopes that he misjudged Stark. "He shouldn't 
have died for his crime." Zhaan silently clutches Stark's mask to her chest as Crichton 
says that Stark didn't do anything. D'Argo says he saw Stark fire, and Zhaan admits 
that she saw the same thing. Crichton explains that he'd shut down the weapons 
console before Stark hit the button. Aeryn asks, "Did you know what else would 
happen when you neutralized the controls?" Crichton stares at her for a moment 
before saying, "I knew that shutting down the weapons console would kill the manual 


override, yeah." Zhaan helps us out, explaining that Crichton returned weapons 
control to Talyn. D'Argo asks why Talyn opened fire. Turns out that Pilot's been 
listening in, since he explains: "When Talyn scanned the arms dealer's cargo, he 
asked Moya what it was. She realized it was Novatron gas, one of the six forbidden 
cargoes no Leviathan may carry." Pilot says that Ta/lyn attacked because he was 
trying to protect Moya. 
-- Page 12 -- 
Moya. D'Argo sits in his cell, the photo of Jothee next to him. Chiana wanders in and 
looks at the picture before insisting, "You'll find him." D'Argo sighs that he only knows 
how to find Jothee because of Stark. He sighs, "I've become so distrustful of people, 
even when they're trying to help me. What does that say about what I've become?" 
Er, the galley? | think. Crichton asks Aeryn why she didn't place the blame on Crais. 
Aeryn scoffs, "What if they believed me? They probably would have gone after Crais 
and they would have had to kill Ta/yn to get to him." Crichton asks if she was just 
protecting Talyn. She says yes, but Crichton looks unconvinced. Aeryn has a 
question, too: "Do you think it's possible that Stark survived?" Crichton thinks for a 
second, and then says he's seen a lot of impossible things since arriving on Moya. So, 
that's a "no," then. Aeryn says that Zhaan thinks it's possible. Crichton sighs, "She 
says she does. But | don't think she believes it." And then, as usual, they stare at each 
other. 
Zhaan sits in her cell, stroking Stark's mask. She kisses it, and allows a tear to drip 
down her face, much to the consternation of the makeup people. "Now I'm going to 
have to do all the exposition by myself," she sobs. 
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As a transport returns to Moya, we hear Crichton say, "Pilot, I'm bringing Miss Kitty 
back from the OK Corral. Is there any word on Aeryn or Doc Rygel yet?" There isn't. 
He really likes to give the translator microbes a workout. 

And then we're in the hangar. Or a matte painting of a hangar, at least. Chiana is 
wearing a super-cute coat, even if it's not made of leather. She's as giddy as a kid on 
the first day of vacation, sticking her feet under Crichton's as he tries to stomp away. 
She asks if he's mad at her and whines, "I got information on the slave auctions, didn't 
1?" Crichton is more like an exhausted parent on the last day of that same vacation, 
just counting the hours till school starts again. He snaps at her to stop tripping him, 
and warns, "D'Argo's not going to be happy if he finds out how you got the 
information!" She says he won't care if it helps find Jothee, but Crichton says, 
"Chiana, my little trollop, he will care." | love the word "trollop." That is all. He walks 
across the room and grumbles that while she can "kick, kiss and cry [her] way out of 
any situation," he'd prefer it if she stopped getting into situations in the first place. 
Because Crichton never gets into trouble. As he heads for the workbench, Chiana 
sneers, "You're just cranked 'cause Winona jammed!" Crichton raises the gun and 
soothingly tells it, "It's not her fault that she jammed." He really, really needs a 
girlfriend. Aeryn may have to take one for the team. There's a little more exposition to 


establish that Aeryn and Rygel had to cover their escape, and Crichton warns Chiana 
that Aeryn is going to be particularly pissed off. After fiddling with the pistol, Crichton 
fires a test shot right past Chiana's head. She flinches, but the shot sort of fizzles out 
and doesn't even knock over a nearby canister. 

The second transport returns. Aeryn steps out into the hangar with a tight smile and 
calls Chiana. Still at the workbench, Crichton quietly wishes Chiana luck as she 
nervously walks out to meet Aeryn. Aeryn's smile broadens and she says, "I want to 
apologize for not looking after you better. My behavior has been self-centered and 
inappropriate." Chiana chuckles, "| don't get it." Rygel swoops out to join them as 
Crichton points out that seeing Aeryn apologize is a little scary. Aeryn says that they 
need to look toward the future, and Rygel chortles, "We have a surprise for you!" He 
smirks and swoops away. Chiana asks if the "surprise" will explode when she opens 
it. Aeryn smiles blissfully and says, "You don't open this, you embrace it!" Back in a 
corner of the room, Rygel enthuses about feeling joy and contentment. Chiana 
suddenly notices that Aeryn's unarmed, and tells Crichton, "Aeryn doesn't even 
shower without a pulse pistol." Crichton gruffly tells Chiana to go talk to D'Argo, for all 
the world like a protective dad. Chiana's weirded out enough not to argue, but as she 
turns for the door, Aeryn and Rygel repeat that they have a surprise. 
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And then another Nebari enters. An '80s New Wave Nebari, with artfully mussed hair. 
She calls, "Chiana, dear, it's time to go home." Then she turns her head so we can 
see that half of her face is injured. Or maybe the airbrush got clogged or something, 
but there's a mess over there and it looks like it dripped down onto her collarbone. 
Crichton asks who their guest is, and Aeryn happily explains, "Varla helped us and in 
turn we must help her." At this point Rygel starts humming softly because he's so darn 
happy, which | kinda love. Chiana stares at Rygel and Aeryn and finally announces, 
"They're cleansed." Crichton, as you'd expect, says, "What?" Chiana repeats that 
they're cleansed, and then screams, "Nooooooo!" and rushes forward. Aeryn grabs 
Chiana, who starts screaming that she won't go home. Varla pulls a weapon out as 
Aeryn punches Chiana and then grabs her from behind. Crichton aims his pistol at 
them and orders Aeryn to let Chiana go. After a second, Aeryn does, shoving Chiana 
at him. Crichton takes aim at Varla, who's still holding her own strange gun. They face 
off, and then Crichton fires. And, of course, there's a flash and some sparks, but not 
much of a shot. Varla smirks and fires her own gun. Blue light engulfs Crichton and 
Chiana, and then they collapse. 

Credits. Random plug: Mperia. Kinda like iTunes for indie artists. 

A Nebari ship flies toward Moya. A moment later, we see a very goth-y lad stride 
across the hangar. Varla turns to greet the new guy, and identifies him as "Milac." 
Milac has tousled black hair and the same tragic airbrushing injuries. He appears to 
like purple eye shadow. A lot. I'm not judging. He says he got Varla's signal, and asks 
if Chiana's aboard. Varla says, "She is, and we must honor our fallen shipmates and 
deliver her as soon as possible." Milac asks if the ship is "contained." 

Cut to a very angry Pilot, struggling as Aeryn finishes fastening a large collar around 
his neck. "Why are you doing this?" he moans. Aeryn, wearing a metallic collar of her 
own, explains that they're going to become an '80s cover band. Actually, she says that 
he'll be fine if cooperates, but until she specifies what he's cooperating with, I'm going 


to assume they'll be playing "Lovesong" at a county fair near you. Varla tortures 
grammar a bit as she explains that Pilot's species cannot be cleansed, so he'll have to 
wear the collar. Pilot growls and swats Aeryn across the room. Varla touches her 
forehead, and the collar around Pilot's neck contracts. We see little spikes dig into 
Pilot's flesh. Varla advises him to do what she asks. Pilot asks what she wants, and 
she hands over a disk with directions to the nearest Nebari outpost. Then Varla 
suddenly collapses. Aeryn catches her and gently lowers her to the ground. Then 
Aeryn explains that Varla ran into some Peacekeepers, and asks him to make sure 
Moya's sensors are on full alert. Pilot gasps that if there are Peacekeepers around, 
they should Starburst immediately. Varla touches her forehead again, and we see fluid 
gurgle inside the collar. Pilot shudders and flecks of foam cover his lips. Ew. Varla 
happily explains that if Moya Starbursts, the collar will automatically kill Pilot. "We 
must get to the outpost," she concludes. Aeryn adds, "Please do so, Pilot. We would 
not like to lose you." She smiles ruefully, like you do when you're telling someone to 
do something for their own good. 
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D'Argo is standing in the doorway of one of the cells, wearing another collar. Crichton 
cues the exposition up, and D'Argo says, "| was in command, and Aeryn came in, a 
smile on her face for no apparent reason..." Crichton interjects that smiley Aeryn 
should have been a warning sign. He's wearing a collar, too. D'Argo adds that Aeryn 
shot him with a mysterious weapon. The camera finally moves inside the cell, and 
now we see that a collared Chiana is there as well, hanging from some chains. Again. 
She bitterly jokes, "Wait till they rip your eyes out." D'Argo asks why they chained her 
up. I'd like to know why everyone just lets that eye-ripping thing pass without 
comment. Because, y'know, if someone hinted that my eyes were going to be ripped 
out, I'd want to know more about that immediately. Well. | wouldn't want to know more, 
exactly, but it would certainly get my full attention. Maybe that's just me. Chiana 
explains, "I'm their prize." The gang has to clear up a few plot points first, though, so 
D'Argo notes that Chiana told them that mind-cleansing took 100 years. Chiana says 
that Rygel and Aeryn got a temporary version that will wear off eventually. Crichton 
asks why the Nebari are so interested in catching Chiana. Chiana says she doesn't 
know. Crichton and D'Argo are a little bit skeptical, but before they can press the 
point, Milac appears outside the cell. He eyes Chiana and says, "So, you are the 
sister." D'Argo quickly turns and reaches through the cell grating, grabbing Milac. 
Then he sees Zhaan behind Milac and calls for her to help. Zhaan says, "Worry not," 
and touches Milac's forehead. D'Argo and Crichton wail in pain, and collapse. Chiana 
shouts for Zhaan to leave them alone, and Zhaan coos, "Soon you will know the bliss 
that | know." She chuckles a little. Seriously, | think Zhaan is probably happier when 
she's evil. So this is a win-win for her. 

Meanwhile, Aeryn is stapling Varla's wounds closed. I'll just assume they're surgical 
staples. Varla says that her injuries aren't important: "All that matters is that Chiana is 
delivered to Nebari territorial control." Aeryn sniffs that Chiana isn't dangerous to 
anyone but herself. Varla hints around a little and finally explains that Chiana 
threatens their insidious plan to "eliminate violent and aggressive behavior." Possibly 
because she instigates so much of it herself, but that part isn't clear. Aeryn can't 


believe that Chiana could be a threat to anyone. Varla smirks, "Hopefully that fear will 
become obsolete." 
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Back in the cell, Crichton is trying to find a way to open the door. He tells Chiana that 
D'Argo's probably being cleansed now. "That means it's either you or me next." 
Chiana uselessly pulls at her chains and sniffles that the temporary cleansing doesn't 
work on Nebari. Crichton sighs, "Perfect. I'm next." He asks again why the Nebari are 
after her. She grunts, "| don't have anything!" but admits that Zelus kept asking her 
about the "resistance." Crichton asks why Milac referred to her as "the sister." Chiana 
slowly says that her brother, Neri, is dead. She pulls at the chains wildly and gasps, 
"We've got to get you out of here. Get me out of these chains!" Crichton grabs her and 
pulls her close to calm her. As she shivers, he says, "Everybody on board has 
secrets. We all have secrets. You got one? That's fine. Keep it." And just as you're 
thinking, "Aw, that Crichton is such a nice guy," he hisses, "Right up to the point where 
they come to fry my brain." Not that he doesn't have a point there. He moves away 
and asks why she was on the run when Zelus found her. Chiana looks up at him and 
starts her confession. She and Neri left Nebari Prime when they were young. "We 
didn't escape," she clarifies. "The government gave us exit permits. We didn't know 
why they made it so easy. We didn't care, we just ran. It wasn't until two cycles later 
that Neri found out why." 

Flashback. Chiana is twitching on the floor of a Styrofoam cave, gasping in pain. Neri, 
who looks like another refugee from Velvet Goldmine, helps her sit up as she 
whimpers, "I can't believe how much it hurts." He says he got through it, so she will, 
too. His voice is surprisingly gruff. Chiana confirms that once this is over, the 
"contagion" will be out of her system. Neri says they'll both be clean, adding, "I just 
wish | could say the same for all the others." Chiana says, "We'll be better when we're 
out of here. When we get off this planet." Neri bats his mascara-ed lashes and says 
that he's not going with her. He explains, "Somebody high up in the Establishment 
gave me the antibody. | saw him. He's the one they're after. | can identify him." Chiana 
thinks this is all the more reason to flee, and | kind of support her. Neri says that "the 
Establishment" wants to spread the contagion through the galaxy, so they'll be very 
interested in finding out who gave Neri the antibody. He argues that they're less likely 
to get caught if they split up, but swears that he'll see Chiana again someday. 
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Back on Moya, Chiana says that hundreds of Nebari were infected with this 
unspecified disease. Crichton asks how they were supposed to spread it around. 
Chiana says, "Through carnal contact. Neri and | were young. We did an admirable 
job for them." Crichton asks why she didn't tell them this before, and China explains 
that the writers hadn't come up with it yet. Well, actually she sniffs that she didn't want 
to explain that her race were trying to wipe out the rest of the galaxy. She adds, "You 
barely let me stay aboard Moya as it was." Hey, they let Aeryn stay. I'm just saying. 
We see Milac lurking outside the cell as Crichton guesses that the Nebari want her so 
that they can catch Neri. And then Crichton gasps and goes down as his collar is 
activated. He makes gagging noises and humps the floor a little, which | didn't really 
need to see. Milac gloats, "It is his time, Chiana. Soon it will be yours." 


Oh for fuck's sake. Ack! No, just -- hang on, I'm gonna close the DVD window while | 
talk about this, because | cannot type while this particular image is staring at me from 
another window. Jesus! Okay, sorry about that. So, Crichton is in a device that would 
give Malcolm McDowell dry-heaves. His head is immobilized inside a frame, and there 
are little pinchers holding his eyelids wide open. Very wide. Much too wide. You can 
see empty space around his eyeball, is what I'm saying. And it's so startling and 
wrong that it takes a second to process, so my first reaction is always, "Heh, he looks 
like a clown!" Because of the big collar and then these giant staring eyes. And then | 
realize what I'm looking at, and then | start swearing. Gah. But wait, there's more! Part 
of the framework holding his head is also supporting this little U-shaped dealie which 
ends in two clamps aimed at his eyes. And okay, really, the framework that seems to 
be holding his eyes open must be holding a prosthetic of some kind, but knowing how 
it's done doesn't make it any less disturbing. Bleah. So with that happy image in mind, 
let's proceed. Varla explains that they're going to remove all of Crichton's "negative 
impulses." What'll be left? She asks D'Argo to testify. And then we see D'Argo, who's 
all teary. He sniffs, "All the things I've done as a warrior, all the horrible thoughts I've 
had all the cycles of my life -- even about you..." He bursts into fresh tears and bawls, 
"lam so sorry!" Crichton calmly says that they'll talk later. D'Argo wails, "Okaaay," and 
exits. Hee. Sensitive D'Argo is funny. 
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While Varla fusses over her instruments, Crichton insists, "You don't have to do this. 
You can just lock me up." Varla says that he'll thank them for this later. Milac starts 
poking something into the space above Crichton's eye, Christ, while Crichton shouts 
for them to stop. Varla says that they have to either cleanse him or kill him. He snaps, 
"Isn't that against your Nebari Prime Directive?" She says that these are difficult times. 
And then the clamps spin and open, move in, grab Crichton's eyeballs, and yank them 
out. Far enough that you can see about an inch of optic nerve. Crichton screams; | 
just whimper. Unless you have a strong stomach and are desperate to judge how 
accurate the FX are, | strongly recommend against clicking here. You're welcome! 
Varla says that struggling will just make it hurt more, which hardly seems possible. 
And then a little dingus clamps a metal disc onto the optic nerve. Varla explains that 
this releases a chemical into his neural system. She says, "You should feel the effects 
almost immediately." The clamps return his eyeballs to their proper place, and we fade 
out. Ugh. 

Chiana is shoved into the galley, where Varla's grabbing a bite. She offers Chiana 
something to eat, and Chiana sneers, "I'd rather starve." Then we see Rygel hold out 
a bowl of food as he insists, "Please, take my plate." Heh. As Chiana stares, 
astonished, Varla says that all of Chiana's friends have been cleansed. Then Varla 
asks where Neri is. Chiana says he died months ago. Varla disagrees, and puts a little 
metallic iPod on the table. A hologram starts to play, showing Neri firing weapons at 
someone. Varla says, "He was positively identified as the leader of an assault on 
Nebari freight convoys less than ten solar days ago." Milac says that the 
Establishment has been sending out people to spread the contagion for almost 20 
years. Varla expositions that the disease is symptomless: "It merely waits." Chiana 
asks for what, and Varla says, "A specific time, Chiana, ordained by the 
Establishment." Milac explains that when it becomes active, the contagion will throw 


the alien worlds into chaos, and make them easy to conquer. Having gotten the 
exposition out of the way, they return to the topic of Neri. Chiana says that she doesn't 
know where he is. Then she gasps and shudders as Varla activates the collar briefly. 
Varla insists, "You will tell us where he is, or we will simply use you to bring him out of 
hiding." Chiana wheezes that they won't use her again, and Varla activates the collar 
again. Chiana drools a little and collapses. You know, back when this aired, | thought 
the Nebari were going to be the focus of Season 3. Because Crais is the Season 1 
baddie, and then we meet Scorpius late in the season. Scorpius is the baddie of 
Season 2, and late in the season we find out what the Nebari are up to. | thought that 
was going to be a pattern. It was a simpler time, before I'd learned that sometimes 
writers would rather defang a good villain than kill him off when they really, really 
should. But this is the last we'll hear of the Nebari. I'm pretty sure it's the last we hear 
of Neri, too, which is even weirder. | know Chiana's flighty, but sheesh. 
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Crichton enters Pilot's chamber, walking with a particularly loose-jointed gait that is 
funny all by itself. We hear Harvey's echoey voice say, "Frell the greater good." Flash 
of Harvey sitting in his Command Carrier. He hisses, "Resist. Crichton. Fight them." 
Crichton pauses, dazed, and then Pilot snaps, "If you've also come to tell me what a 
wonderful thing the Nebari are doing for you, | am not interested!" Flash of Harvey 
saying, "Nebari is the devil." Crichton blinks and tells Pilot, "I'm here to tell you that the 
Nebari are a bunch of geeks!" He goes into a modified Nicholson as he adds, "And 
their damn mind-cleansing doesn't work on Momma Crichton's baby boy!" He races 
toward a surprised Pilot and climbs over the console as he raves, "John Crichton! 
Astronaut! Master of the universe!" He calms down slightly and assures Pilot that he's 
okay, even if he doesn't know why. Crichton says there was a flash, "And it was like it 
was soaking up the drug." Pilot confirms that the Nebari don't know that Crichton's 
unaffected. Crichton goes all surfer and sing-songs, "| drool with the best of ‘em, 
duuuuude." Pilot looks pained. Heh. Pilot explains that Moya is headed for a Nebari 
outpost, and Crichton asks if he can "veer off course, slow down or something?’ Pilot 
says that Aeryn regularly comes in to check on their progress. He complains that 
there's a Peacekeeper patrol nearby, and he'll be killed instantly if they Starburst. 
Crichton sighs, "Well, keep cussin', man. | sure as hell can't get this collar off without 
some help." He climbs back over the console and heads for the door. 

Chiana's chained up in the cell again. Varla lectures her about how this is all for the 
greater good, and then Crichton bops by in the corridor. Varla opens the cell and asks 
what he's doing, and Crichton spacily says, "Y'know, Moya's amnexus system is, like, 
in flux so I'm just, sorta, y'know, lookin’ for the source." He stares around the corridor 
uselessly. Varla asks if the problem affects Moya's speed and safety. Crichton pffts, 
"Ch--yuuh!" Heh. He goes on, "It'd totally screw the pooch, babe!" Varla thanks him for 
helping, and leaves the cell. Crichton bounces his head and says, "Cuh-ool. It's for the 
greater good!" He's enjoying this far too much. Once Varla is gone, he dances into the 
cell singing, "She's gonna getcha-getcha-getcha," He grabs Chiana by the waist and, 
in normal tones, asks how she is. Chiana tells him to go away. He moves behind her, 
one arm looped around her torso, and whispers into her ear that he's not cleansed. 
"Yeah, right," Chiana sneers, and struggles to throw him off. Crichton grumbles that he 
doesn't have time for this. He lets her go, walks back in front of her, and as Chiana 


asks if this is a trick, he punches her in the face. Then he moves back behind her and 
grabs her arms. "You're really not cleansed?" Chiana asks, nervously. Crichton lowers 
one hand out of the frame as he says, "My thoughts are as dirty as ever." Johanna 
thinks that he's doing something inappropriate to Chiana here. She brings this scene 
up whenever Crichton's relationship to Chiana is described as sibling-like, and says, "I 
don't think siblings touch each other that way." Anyway, Chiana is relieved, perhaps in 
more than one way, and moans that she thought she was all alone. Crichton says, 
"You're not gonna cry on me now, are you?" Chiana says she won't, but that might 
change when she asks if he has a plan. Crichton hems, "We got no weapons, the 
DRDs are switched off, and we've got to find a way to get D'Argo or Aeryn back on 
our side." Chiana says it's impossible, and explains that the "cleansing" drug has to be 
metabolized. There are distant crackling sounds, and then the engines seem to slow. 
Crichton releases Chiana and wobbles dizzily as Chiana asks if he's okay. There's a 
quick close-up of Harvey saying, "Snap out of it," and Crichton insists that he's fine. 
Chiana looks at him nervously, but finally mentions that Rygel has "a great 
metabolism." Crichton agrees, and races out. Once he's back in the corridor he 
swings his arms wildly and makes "whooo-wowowo" noises as he hurries away. 
Chiana doesn't look very reassured by that. 
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Crichton comes to a skidding halt at the door to the galley, and resumes his surfer 
stylings as he says, "Hey, duuude, how's it hanging, man?" Rygel is enjoying another 
meal, and quietly thanks Crichton for his concern. Crichton takes a seat and eyes the 
spread Rygel's prepared. He coos, "Oh, munchies. Good idea, man. Don't eat so 
much, though. You'll Belushi out, cat." Rygel reminds Crichton that he has three 
stomachs, and turns for the door. Crichton stops him and asks if the food doesn't taste 
good anymore. Rygel laughs fakely and again tries to leave. This time Crichton stops 
him more forcefully. Rygel instantly begins pleading, "Please don't tell them!" Crichton 
loses his surfer accent and tells him to hush while Rygel goes on moaning, "I like my 
eyeballs where they are!" Aw. Crichton races away and closes the door, and then 
reassures him, "You, me and Pilot -- we're the only ones who aren't Nebari puppets." 
Rygel glares at Crichton and ferociously declares, "I'm nobody's puppet!" Hee. On the 
other hand, he's not eager to piss off the Nebari. Crichton growls, "Buckwheat, | need 
your help." Rygel lowers his eyebrows sadly, and then the door opens and Milac 
enters, asking, "Exactly what do you want the Hynerian to help you do, Crichton?" 
Milac's got good ears. Rygel coos that he's glad to see Milac and quickly announces 
that Crichton's mind-cleansing didn't take. Crichton punches Rygel in the face, 
knocking him out. Serves him right, the little jerk. Milac eyes Crichton and smirks, 
"Obviously not." 

Milac, holding a gun, escorts Crichton into Chiana's cell. Chiana asks, "Is this part of 
your plan?" If it was, you would have just ruined it, so nice going there. Milac asks if 
there are any communication devices in the cell. Chiana growls that he and Varla took 
them all. She's interrupted when Milac hands his weapon to Crichton and says, "We 
don't have much time." He holds up the iPod and tells Chiana, "This can only be 
activated by contacting your DNA." He wipes it against the inside of her lip and then 
puts it down. Another hologram of Neri appears. He addresses Chiana, saying, "A lot 
of things have changed since we saw each other last. | don't know how much you 


know about what it is I'm doing, but it's important work, very important." He says it's 
dangerous, and that she's probably better off far away from him. Tears roll down 
Chiana's cheeks as Neri says that whoever gave her the iPod is one of his people, 
and under orders not to tell her where Neri is. His speech is interrupted when we hear 
someone whisper, "Neri, they're coming!" He winds things up by saying that he just 
wanted her to know that he's okay. "Keep yourself well-hidden, little sister, and out of 
harm's reach. | love you dearly." The hologram vanishes as Milac lectures, "The only 
thing that Neri cares more about than the resistance is you." Chiana begs Milac to get 
her to Neri, and Milac's all, "What did he just say?" Crichton cuts off the argument by 
asking what they should do now. Milac says, "| have some data that I've got to get 
back to Neri and the others. As soon as we hit the outpost, I'm going to take the 
express out of there. You two are on your own." Well, that's helpful. Milac, | don't think 
you're going to get promoted if Neri hears about this. Chiana threatens to tell Varla 
that Milac's a traitor, but Milac says that doing that would also reveal that Crichton isn't 
really cleansed. 
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Crichton is talking things over with Pilot. Crichton remembers that Varla and Milac 
were attacked by Peacekeepers, and then says those dangerous words: "I've got an 
idea." He asks if Pilot could make it seem as if the Peacekeepers had found Moya. 
Pilot, enthused, says he could manipulate some images in Moya's files. Crichton tells 
him to get to work and prepares to go hunting D'Argo and Aeryn. But before he 
leaves, Pilot says that without the DRDs, he'll need someone to make a connection in 
Moya's neural clusters. 

Cut to Crichton in a storage bay, holding that weird oar-bat as he goofily calls, "Oh, 
Ryyy-gel! Where are you, my little husky?" There's silence, and then a squeaky farting 
sound. Crichton moves in the direction of the sound, and suddenly knocks a large box 
off of a shelf. He uses the stick to pry the box open, and Rygel's head pokes out. Heh. 
Rygel, in his helium-altered voice, says, "Oh, uh, hello!" Rygel nervously asks if 
Crichton's been cleansed. By way of an answer, Crichton puts his boot on Rygel's 
neck and shouts, "I'm sick of having you sell us out every chance you get!" Rygel 
argues, "I don't do it every chance!" Ha! Crichton removes his boot and then grabs 
Rygel, hauling him across the room and slamming him against the underside of a 
shelf. He asks how Rygel figured on getting out of this. Rygel whimpers, "They only 
cleanse those who don't conform. | can be the go-along guy if it means being a part of 
the action." Crichton spits, "You aren't into self-preservation..." and then slams him 
down on a table and concludes, "You are the king of it!" Rygel sits up and sniffs, "Not 
king. Dominar." Crichton wearily says that he and Pilot have a plan, and they need 
Rygel's help. Rygel harrumphs, "And if | refuse?" Crichton instantly resumes his surfer 
stylings and loudly calls, "Heyyyy, everybody, Rygel's not mind-cleansed!" Rygel 
hisses, "Shhh!" Crichton asks if he's made his point. Then we hear Aeryn ask, "What's 
all this noise?" Wow, Aeryn's not in this one much, is she? Crichton dopily says that 
he was just calling Rygel. He explains, "He's gonna, uh, help me fix a leak in one of 
the amnexus conduits." Rygel grinningly agrees. Aeryn says she thought D'Argo was 
doing that. Rygel agrees, "Yes, he is!" Crichton says, "Naw," and grabs the back of 
Rygel's cloak, at which point Rygel immediately starts shaking his head and saying, 
"No." Crichton says that D'Argo is sick, so he and Rygel will take care of it. He swings 


Rygel up onto his shoulders and tells Aeryn, "Yeah, we're gonna do our service for the 
greater good." Rygel chuckles, "By-yeee." They bop out, and Crichton manages to 
slam Rygel's forehead into the bulkhead. Which probably wasn't an accident. 
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Crichton pops in to Chiana's cell to explain her part of the scheme. Chiana asks, "How 
do you suppose | get Varla to Command?" Crichton's sure she'll figure something out. 
He says he needs half an hour, and heads for the door. 

Aeryn walks down a corridor and runs into D'Argo. She asks if he's feeling better. 
D'Argo rather seductively says, "I've never felt any better." Aeryn hrms. 

Crichton and Rygel attempt to rewire Moya for HDTV. Or whatever. They fuss with 
wires, sparks fly, they bitch at each other, and so on. Pilot calls in and announces that 
Chiana is with the other Nebari in Command. He pointedly adds, "And | have nothing 
to show them." 

Command. Varla idly tortures Chiana with the collar and says, "You said you know 
where Neri is hiding." Milac looks nervous as Chiana says that she'll tell them where 
Neri is. 

Crichton gripes that he told Chiana to wait half an hour. Pilot tetchily says that it's 
been half an hour. Crichton was looking for a more supportive comment, | think. Then 
D'Argo strolls in and asks what's going on. Rygel, who seems to be unclear on the 
whole "pretending to be cleansed" concept, sighs, "Just what we need, a lobotomized 
Luxan." Aeryn joins the party, and Crichton resumes his Keanu impression as he asks 
them to give him a hand with the conduits. D'Argo says he fixed them an hour ago. 
Aeryn and D'Argo figure that Crichton's lying, which means badness. Crichton, still 
sounding stoned, says, "Wow, y'know, you're both really mistaken, but if you don't 
wanna help, just leave me alone. | can work in peace, man." Aeryn thinks they should 
all go talk to Varla. Rygel starts to move away, but D'Argo snags him. Crichton says 
he really can't go chat with Varla now. D'Argo says, "Then you leave us no choice," 
and tongue-zaps Crichton. Or tries to. | guess Crichton somehow managed to dodge, 
since he goes on arguing that cleansing was supposed to prevent "inappropriate 
behaviors." Aeryn tells Rygel to drop whatever he's doing. Rygel, holding two futuristic 
jumper-cables, starts to argue, but Crichton agrees: "It's a good idea, man.” He lifts 
his feet up from the floor, and after hesitating for a moment, Rygel smiles and drops 
the cables. They hit the floor on top of each other, and a flash of electricity zaps over 
and hits Aeryn and D'Argo, who collapse. Crichton sighs, "Bitchin', man," and Rygel 
agrees: "Bitchin’." 

Command. Chiana flails around as the collar strangles her. Varla asks again where 
Neri is. The torture session is interrupted when Crichton strolls in and non-urgently 
announces that he has urgent news. "It appears as though we're being shadowed by 
a Peacekeeper patrol." Varla asks for Pilot to verify that. Pilot appears on the 
clamshell and says that a squadron of Prowlers is closing in on them. Varla calmly 
orders, "Prepare for confrontation." Crichton points out that Moya doesn't have any 
weapons. Chiana sneers, "How screwed does that make you?" and gets strangled for 
her trouble. Varla insists that they can withstand Prowlers, and orders Pilot to increase 
speed. Pilot adds that there's also a Command Carrier. Crichton asks for a visual. The 
viewscreen shows an awful lot of ships zipping toward them. As the screen zooms in 
on the Peacekeeper's guns, Crichton offers, "Whoa." Varla suggests taking defensive 


maneuvers, but Chiana says that the only option is to starburst. Which, Pilot reminds 
them all, will kill him. Varla insists that they're almost to the outpost. Pilot says that the 
Command Carrier's cannons have locked onto Moya. Milac insists, "They wouldn't fire 
before contacting us." Then, less confidently, he asks, "Would they?" Pilot reports that 
the Peacekeepers have opened fire. On the viewscreen, there's a flash, and the ship 
shakes. Pilot starts reporting damage to Moya. Sparks spray from the consoles as 
Moya is, apparently, hit by another burst of fire. Amid the chaos, Chiana tries to run, 
but her collar activates and she collapses. 
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And then Crais appears on the viewscreen. His staticky image announces that a 
boarding party is about to dock. He says, "Do not attempt to turn them away. If you do, 
it will mean the destruction of your ship. | warn you, do not test me." Varla asks how 
far they are from the outpost. Chiana weakly says, "You'll never make it." Varla chokes 
her some more, just for giggles, and Chiana collapses onto a console. Pilot answers 
that they're an hour from the outpost, and there's no way they can outrun the 
Peacekeepers without Starbursting. Crichton suggests releasing Pilot so that they can 
Starburst. Varla climbs up onto the console, the better to loom at Chiana, and 
declares, "If the Peacekeepers get the girl, she'll lead them to Neri." She pulls out her 
goofy Nebari gun, and then Crichton swiftly declares, "That goes against everything 
Nebaris stand for, man! You can't just kill her in cold blood!" Varla says it's for the 
greater good. Moya shakes again, and Chiana and Varla are thrown to the floor. 
Crichton grabs Milac and asks for his gun, but Milac refuses because this scene has 
to go on alittle longer. Crichton tells Milac that he has to choose. Chiana manages to 
slug Varla a couple of times before Varla activates the collar again. Milac finally 
speaks up, saying that they can't "terminate the prize that [they] were sent to retrieve!" 
There's an explosion, and suddenly Crichton is struggling with Varla for her weapon. 
It's an ineffective struggle, since Varla almost immediately aims the gun at Crichton, 
who confesses that they aren't really under attack. He shouts, "Pilot, terminate the 
simulation!" Pilot protests briefly, but then gives in, and suddenly the viewscreen is 
empty and the ship is calm. Varla, still aiming at Crichton, asks what would have 
happened if she'd released Pilot. Crichton says, "We would starburst away from your 
rendezvous point, you foul skank." Varla activates Crichton's collar, and tells Milac, 
"Discipline and faith defeat any insurgence." Milac doesn't look too happy about that. 
Chiana suddenly rushes Varla, they trade blows, and Crichton grabs Varla's arms so 
she can't activate the collar. And then Milac shoots Varla from behind. Finally. As she 
dies, Varla gasps, "You betrayed me..." Milac self-righteously declares, "And you have 
betrayed the spirit of our people." For some obscure reason, Crichton tells Milac, 
"Sorry you had to do that." Milac says he had no choice, and marches away. Crichton 
makes sure that Chiana is okay, and then Pilot asks if the simulation was effective. 
Crichton wearily says, "You're the best. You were great." 
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Aeryn, D'Argo, and Zhaan (hey, remember Zhaan? Yeah, neither did anyone else.) 
are locked in a cell while Rygel lurks outside. Rygel says that they'll be imprisoned 
until the cleansing wears off. Aeryn growls, "It has frelling worn off!" Rygel says they 
have to be sure. D'Argo reminds us all that he has to go rescue his son. Rygel says 


that Pilot is plotting a course, so D'Argo can just "stay in there and metabolize." He 
cackles and swoops off. 

Milac marches through the hangar. Chiana suddenly appears behind him and 
declares that she's going with him. Milac grumpily says that Neri told him not to bring 
Chiana back. Chiana protests that she wants to help her brother. Milac says that he'll 
say that everyone was killed in an attack. Crichton appears in the background and 
says that Milac is right. He tells Chiana, "If you go into Nebari territory, you will be 
recognized and arrested." Chiana sniffles that she wants to see her brother. Crichton 
says, "Your brother's alive. He's alive. Take that. It's more than you had yesterday." 
Chiana sniffles that she wants to join him, and Crichton says that he knows, "But since 
when do people like us get what we want?" Milac having snuck off in the meantime, 
the Nebari ship powers up. The Nebari ship leaves Moya as Crichton pulls Chiana into 
a hug and leads her away. 
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We open to the sight of Zhaan fondling Stark's mask as she tells Pilot to follow the 
"nexus coordinates." Pilot says they've been doing that for three days now. Zhaan 
testily asks if she has to take control of the ship as Crichton tentatively says, "Zhaan, 
maybe --" Zhaan tells him to go away. She got another new coat! | think every 
commerce planet must have the equivalent of Burlington Coat Factory. Crichton starts 
to leave, but then we see Chiana and D'Argo by the door, making emphatic "Try 
again!" gestures. With a sigh, Crichton tells Zhaan that everyone wants to turn back. 
Zhaan says, "When Stark communicated with me, he insisted that we follow the nexus 
coordinates. If we do what he says, he will be there." Crichton argues that Aeryn's 
gone out on recon, and there's nothing there. D'Argo decides it's time to play bad cop, 
and snarls that they have to get to the slave auction. Zhaan points that without any 
money, they can't do anything at the auction anyway, so they might as well continue 
the wild Banik chase. Chiana suggests that maybe Zhaan didn't really get a message 
from Stark. You know things are getting strange when Chiana is the logical one. 
Zhaan shouts, "This mask talked to me! Unless you all think I'm imagining it." D'Argo 
quickly says, "| do." D'oh. Zhaan wants a quorum, apparently, and asks Crichton if he 
believes her. Crichton tries to duck the question, and is rescued when Stark's voice 
says, "Don't give up!" They look at the mask, which is magically filled in with a faint 
image of Stark's face. He declares, "Hurry, I'm dying!" Pilot chimes in to announce that 
Moya has detected a ship in front of them. They all hustle about, preparing to bring 
the ship aboard. 

Cut to the hangar, as D'Argo and Crichton carry Stark out. Crichton says, "He's barely 
breathing," and suggests they get him to Zhaan quickly. Which is a good idea. A better 
idea would be having Zhaan there in the first place. Is it just me, or is it weird that she 
didn't go along to meet the ship? Stark suddenly starts gasping, and we see that his 
head is wrapped with strips of cloth, to hide his glowiness. Or else he's pretending to 


be a mummy. Stark wheezily announces, "D'Argo, I've done it! I've found it! | know 
how to save your son!" D'Argo is one flummoxed Luxan. 

Credits. Random plug: Ziesing Books. | Know the website's kind of clunky, but you can 
download their catalog, or get one sent to you. And they're nifty people who sell (and 
publish) very cool books. 
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In med bay, Stark's making a rapid recovery, judging by the rate at which he's 
babbling. | don't think he was dying at all; | think he's just a drama queen. He pulls out 
some papers and hands them to D'Argo, who gratefully says, "What is this dren?" 
Let's work on the people skills a little, D'Argo. Zhaan tries to calm Stark down, and 
Crichton asks how Stark survived dispersal. While Zhaan tenderly removes the cloth 
covering his face, Stark lectures, "This body is only a molecular creation, which 
enables me to live in your realm. It's merely a vessel for my true, incorporeal self." 
Crichton blinks and says, "You wanna run that by me one more time?" Stark basically 
says that he's got spooky magical powers that don't make sense if you think about 
them for a minute, and he used them to get the plans he just handed D'Argo. Moving 
on! Zhaan fastens Stark's mask around his head as Rygel arrives, late to the 
exposition. Stark explains that D'Argo's son will be sold in a lot of 10,000 slaves. He 
holds up a sheet and identifies it as the blueprints for a depository. Chiana excitedly 
asks, "Are we gonna rob a bank?" Stark, almost as excited, says that they are. Zhaan, 
ever the killjoy, says that she can't rob people. Chiana chuckles, "Sure you can." 
Aeryn watches, looking a bit bored, as Stark explains that it's a bank for criminals, so 
the money is pre-stolen. Rygel identifies this as a "Shadow Depository," which sounds 
much cooler than "bank." He tells Stark, "So, you are insane." He catches up quickly. 
Aeryn says that Shadow Depositories are heavily armed. Stark agrees, and then 
displays a handful of plastic cards and says, "With these | can control the internal 
depository door motion detectors." He says he's got blueprints of the entire place, and 
goes in for the kill by saying, "In one container is enough wealth to buy an entire 
shipment of slaves and still have enough left over to make all of us filthy rich forever." 
Crichton asks how Stark got the plans, and Stark waffles, "I...helped the deposit 
designer cross over to death. His last thoughts led me to these." Crichton gets in 
Stark's face and asks if he killed the guy. Stark says, "Not exactly." Aeryn asks if Stark 
knows exactly how well-armed the depository is. Stark confesses that he doesn't. 
D'Argo figures they should go take a look in person. Aeryn and Crichton think the 
whole thing is nuts. D'Argo harrumphs, "Chiana, it's just you, me and Stark." But 
Chiana hesitates, and D'Argo says, "You're against me, too." He turns back to 
Crichton and says, "When you asked me to do something, did | ever question if it was 
possible?" And then he calls them all cowards and storms out. 
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A transport leaves Moya. Aeryn and Crichton hurry down a corridor as Pilot reports 
that D'Argo won't respond to their signals. Aeryn declares, "We're taking the Prowler." 
The Prowler flies through a cityscape that looks like an Ewok village as directed by 
Ridley Scott. They fly over the depository. Its base is shaped like a Star of Lakshmi. 
Which is funny, if that's intentional. Actually, it's funny even if it isn't intentional. And 
then there's the obligatory spooky, spiny tower. Crichton says, "That's big." Aeryn 
offers a mild correction: "It's very big." 


Aeryn and Crichton enter the depository. Even in the Uncharted Territories, all bank 
lobbies look about the same. There are various oddly-dressed creatures milling about, 
arguing with tellers. Across the room, D'Argo walks past some pillars. Then we see a 
guy with a remarkably square chin snap, "Don't forget who | am!" The person he's 
talking to has a fairly unremarkable chin. She's made up for that deficiency by turning 
herself into a replica of one of Giger's "Li" paintings. Her name's actually Natira, 
though. She tells Square-Jaw, "I haven't. You're nobody here." Aeryn and Crichton 
watch as Natira pushes Square-Jaw against a wall seductively. Only instead of 
Square-Jaw, Crichton sees Scorpius. Crichton pulls Aeryn back behind a decorative 
room divider and hisses, "Scorpius!" Aeryn sighs that he's having visions again. 
Crichton takes another look and grunts, "Sorry about that." As they move on, Aeryn 
sighs, "And we're worried about D'Argo..." 

They stroll through a gate, and suddenly an alarm sounds and lights flash. Aeryn and 
Crichton pull out their guns as several leather-clad guards order them to hand over 
their weapons. Seriously outnumbered, they do so, and a bald bank clerk named 
Akkor asks what they're doing here. Crichton declares that the security is very good. 
He tells Akkor, "This is a depository, right? We have something to deposit." Akkor asks 
why he should care. Considering its a bank for criminals, Akkor's awfully fussy. 
Crichton asks if they've ever heard of KFC. He explains, "It is, to my knowledge, 
unique in the universe, and unique is always valuable." In the background, D'Argo 
fiddles with a control panel as Crichton continues, "We have managed to procure all 
eleven secret ingredients." His spiel is interrupted when someone shouts that there's 
been a security breach. Akkor turns to see a door sliding open and D'Argo 
not-at-all-stealthily ducking through it. Guards rush over, and D'Argo manages to take 
out a couple before they knock him to the floor. The guards haul D'Argo to his feet, 
and D'Argo harrumphs, "I was told the security here was weak. | was right. The 
security here is frelled!" He swats another guard down and is then knocked 
unconscious. Natira, who has the fiercest boots ever, toddles over and murmurs, 
"Luxans can be inartful at love, inadequate at war, and intrinsically inept. But this one 
is intelligent." Hey, see what she did, with the "in-" words? That's enough to make me 
like her, even apart from the boots. A guard asks if they should execute him, but she 
coos, "He also expects to be interrogated. Don't you?" D'Argo stiffly tells her his 
name. | think he would have gone on to announce his rank and serial number, except 
he remembered that he doesn't have those things. Natira chuckles that they can't 
disappoint him. D'Argo is hauled up again, and the head guard sucker-punches him. 
Natira turns and watches as Crichton and Aeryn edge away. 
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Moya. Crichton shouts that this is Stark's fault, and then grabs Stark and almost 
punches him. Stark whimpers that D'Argo had to do what he did to rescue Jothee. 
Crichton shoves Stark toward Aeryn, who pushes him against a wall and asks what 
the plan is. They're playing pinball with Stark. Excellent. Stark stammers, "The plan to 
get D'Argo back, and to rob the depository." Crichton pins Stark's head to the floor as 
Stark tries again. He says, "Because D'Argo's breached their system, they'll scramble 
their codes. And while they're resetting their security codes | can link in, and they'll 
never even know. But | have to work quickly." He wrenches himself out from under 
Crichton and tells them to leave him alone, because he only has six hours before the 


codes are reset. Crichton isn't quite done, though. He shoves Stark again and 
screams, "How the hell are we supposed to get D'Argo back?" Stark insists that it's all 
part of his plan. Oh, good. Crichton hisses, "You manipulated us," and releases Stark. 
Stark calmly says that the plan will work. Bets? 

Depository. D'Argo has been fastened to a big metal jungle gym in the back room. 
Natira strolls in and confers with Akkor. There's nothing really important about their 
conversation, so | feel free to wonder if Akkor normally has to supervise interrogations 
in addition to running the bank. That's a diverse skill set he's got. Anyway, they torture 
D'Argo for a while. 

Moya. Rygel whines that he wants 10% of the goodies, not just 7%. Chiana twists his 
eyebrow and tells him he'll be happy with 7%. Oh, Dominar, you know you've lost 
status when even Chiana can intimidate you. We see that a DRD is encasing Rygel in 
some kind of metallic mold. That it can generate. With its eye-stalk-ray. Quite a handy 
feature. Chiana expositions, "Stark's gadget will switch our container for the valuable 
one." She drops something into the casing with Rygel, and plucks off his comm, 
explaining that a transmission would be detected. Rygel whimpers, "What if 
something goes wrong?" Zhaan, fiddling with a canister, smoothly assures him, "We 
have complete confidence in you, Rygel, especially where money is concerned." 
Rygel chuckles happily at that, and then Zhaan gives Chiana a pill to protect her from 
"the effects of the Melar gas." Zhaan pops a pill, and Rygel farts in his container. 
That's not the kind of gas she meant. Zhaan goes on fiddling as she explains that the 
gas will suspend Rygel's biological functions so that he won't be detected in a scan. 
She wishes Rygel luck, and then sprays the contents of the canister at his face. 
Rygel, with helium-voice, gripes, "Ten percent, do you hear me?" And then he slumps 
a little, unconscious. Zhaan frets that the gas should have knocked him out 
immediately, and says that she'll adjust the mist's potency while Chiana playfully 
adjusts Rygel in the container. 
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Command. Stark is flipping out, because he's Stark. He's popping various cards into 
the console and griping, "Wrong chip, bad chip!" Crichton confirms that Stark hasn't 
cracked the depository's security system yet, and points out that that they've only got 
one hour left. Stark says it's a matter of timing: "| must create my link at the precise 
moment they reset their lock." Suddenly a hologram appears, showing the depository 
and all the little elevators zipping up and down the tower. Stark triumphantly declares 
that he's in. Crichton's still nervous, because he only trusts his own insane schemes. 
Stark insists that he spent a lot of time thinking through his plan. Crichton mutters, "I 
spent too much time thinking through the Farscape project..." Stark suddenly shouts, 
"Your side, my side! My side, your side! Now, go." He tells Crichton to go to his 
quarters: "Do nothing, that's what D'Argo said you do best." Whoops. Crichton quickly 
pulls out his pistol and jams it against Stark's head. He says, "Ground rule: you don't 
lie to me. Did D'Argo say that?" Stark nervously admits that he was lying, and 
apologizes. Crichton asks if Stark has lied about anything else. Stark says he hasn't, 
and Crichton reholsters the gun. Crichton reminds Stark not to lie to him, and exits. 
Depository. Zhaan enters the lobby. She's got another new outfit! This one might 
qualify as a costume, and an excellent one at that. She's in a sparkly black hooded 
catsuit. And she's wearing an eye patch! And a metallic belt that hangs low on her 


hips. Yay, Pirate Zhaan. Chiana is with her, wearing her cute coat. As they enter, 
Chiana scoffs that they can do better. Zhaan growls, "Better is what / say it is." Akkor 
approaches and asks if he can help, and Zhaan brusquely asks to speak with 
whoever is in charge. Akkor protests, and Zhaan says, "I know a functionary when 
one crawls in front of my face. Now, fetch me your master like a good little minion." | 
love Pirate Zhaan. Natira overhears the conversation and quickly introduces herself. 
Pirate Zhaan identifies herself as "Aralla," but she'll always be Pirate Zhaan to me. 
Pirate Zhaan sniffs that the depository has security problems, and says, "| had one of 
my operatives test your systems himself. He got halfway into your vault before you 
even noticed him." Natira confirms that D'Argo works for Pirate Zhaan. Pirate Zhaan 
confirms that D'Argo's still alive, and Chiana sniffs, "They couldn't even kill a Luxan." 
Pirate Zhaan says she'll take D'Argo, but Natira, to her credit, isn't quite that stupid, 
and sneers, "You'll take whatever | give you." Chiana makes a funny faux-intimidated 
noise that sounds like a pigeon cooing. As Chiana echoes her, Pirate Zhaan finally 
allows that she has a deposit to make. She tells Natira, "| need storage for one solar 
day." 
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Some time later, Pirate Zhaan's Rygel-shaped deposit is being scanned. Aeryn and 
Crichton watch as the guards report that it doesn't contain anything of note. Natira 
notices that it's Hynerian, and comments, "It's extremely ugly." Heh. Zhaan doesn't 
disagree, but she says that it's priceless, and then asks for "[her] Luxan." Natira gives 
her guards a little wave, and D'Argo is escorted out into the lobby. Crichton helpfully 
observes that D'Argo doesn't look so good. Thanks, Crichton. Chiana goes to reclaim 
D'Argo, and Natira tells Zhaan, "Your guards can watch you from the observation 
area." 

Pirate Zhaan follows Natira into a neighboring vault room. Which has octagonal doors! 
| wonder if this is the long-lost thirteenth colony. In the middle of the room is a 
polyhedron. | think. | bet there's a more specific name for it, but it's been a long time 
since | took geometry, and really it's not important since for our purposes it's another 
control console. Natira and Zhaan put their hands on the console's sides, and Natira 
announces that the security code for Zhaan's deposit is now linked to her genetic 
profile. She lectures, "Only you will be able to gain access." Natira must be kind of 
short, because even in her fierce platform Giger-boots, she's significantly shorter than 
Zhaan, who appears to be wearing fairly normal pirate boots. A guard enters with the 
Rygel-deposit. Another door slides open as Natira announces that the container is on 
the way. Through the doorway we can see a huge space, with what are presumably 
other containers zipping up and down in the distance. And then one of the containers 
appears at the end of the space, and whooshes toward them rapidly. It slams into the 
room and stops inches away from where Natira is standing. Zhaan stumbles 
backward in surprise, and Natira smirks, "The first time can be a little intimidating." 
The massive door of the container swings open, and a guard prepares to load the 
Rygel-statue into the container. 

Meanwhile, Akkor escorts Aeryn and Crichton into the observation room. There are a 
number of octagonal viewscreens on the wall. One shows Natira and Pirate Zhaan 
watching as the container is loaded. Crichton tells Aeryn, "Bonnie and Clyde! Oh, no, 
forget about that one. It's a bad ending." A guard enters, whispers in Akkor's ear, and 


then they both hurry out. Awkward. Aeryn peers out through the doorway while 
Crichton pointlessly urges Zhaan to hurry things up. Then he hears Harvey 
whispering, "You can't escape me," in his echoey way. Crichton grumbles, "Get out of 
my head!" From the doorway, Aeryn says, "Scorpius." He sighs, "Yes." Aeryn walks 
toward the viewscreen and says, "No. Scorpius." Crichton turns to see that one of the 
viewscreens shows Scorpius walking down a corridor with Braca and Scorpy's 
glow-stick supplier. "This is bad," Crichton notes. 
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Scorpius and company stroll along as Akkor nervously hurries up. Scorpius declares, 
"I've come for my property." Akkor asks for his patience, but Scorpius says he needs 
to see Natira immediately, and walks on. 

In the observation room, Crichton frets that Scorpius is going to see Pirate Zhaan. 
Aeryn reminds us that they can't warn her via the comms. 

In the corridor, Akkor blocks Scorpius's way and pleads, "Natira's policy on client's 
confidentiality is very strict. | could lose my position." Scorpius stops and smirks, "I 
understand." And then Braca clobbers Akkor, knocking him to the floor. Scorpius says, 
"Now it won't be your fault." But then Scorpius suddenly wobbles, clutching his head, 
and glow-stick girl helps him steady himself. 

Crichton and Aeryn watch as Scorpius's temple unspools so that glow-stick girl can 
replace the, um, glow-stick. Crichton helpfully explains, "He's half Scarran, gotta hell 
of a heat problem. That must be how he stays cool." Scorpius pops his head back 
together and moves on. 

Natira leads Pirate Zhaan back to the lobby as Scorpius continues on his way. As 
Natira pauses at a security panel, a guard hurries over and announces Scorpius's 
arrival. Natira gasps and quickly tells Zhaan that the guard will escort her the rest of 
the way. Crichton and Aeryn rush out to meet Zhaan. 

With Pirate Zhaan out of sight, Natira turns to see Scorpius approaching her. They 
coo at each other and move to hug. 

Pirate Zhaan leans against a wall and sags in relief. Then Crichton and Aeryn arrive, 
and she quickly barks, "Follow me," as they head for the door. 

Depository backroom. Scorpius tells Natira that he wants his property. He takes a seat 
in a futuristic hammock-chair while Natira mopes, "Straight to business? Oh, Scorpius. 
For a half Scarran, you can sometimes be so cold." Heh. She purrs that they should 
catch up, and mentions the loss of his Gammak Base. Scorpius says, "And you 
thought | was dead." He guesses that she seized his property, and Natira offers to 
give him something of equal value. They quibble a little, but Scorpius insists on getting 
triple the value of his loss, and Natira finally agrees. 

Moya. Crichton asks Stark, "What's black and white, and black and white, and black 
and white, and black and white?" while making a circular gesture with his finger. Stark 
guesses, "Scorpy!" Crichton says that Scorpius was at the Depository. And then we 
go to some kind of artsy tilted shot as Crichton shouts, "You knew!" Stark confesses 
that he knew Scorpius used the depository, but didn't expect him to turn up in person. 
It's Crichton's turn to flip out; he tosses the plastic cards all over Command and 
screams, "You wanna boost, boost, boost his stuff! You just wanted revenge!" Stark 
shouts that he wanted to free Jothee, and the Banik slaves. He says, "If it's Scorpius's 
wealth that frees them, well, that's an added bonus." As Aeryn joins the debate, Stark 


says that it's Crichton who wants revenge. Crichton calmly disagrees: "| want to kill 
him. That's justice." They table the discussion as Aeryn announces that D'Argo's 
recovering from his injuries, and asks Pilot if the Command Carrier has turned up. 
Pilot says no. Stark insists that their plan will still work. He offers them modified 
comms that won't be picked up within the depository, and a skeleton key-card. 
Crichton sighs that they're already committed to the plan. Oh, come on, it's only 
Rygel. Then he calls Zhaan and asks, "Can you concoct something for me that reacts 
with heat, and by react, | mean explode?" Zhaan says she'll whip up some Gelifan 
paste for him. Aeryn warns against turning this into a vendetta. Crichton grumps, "I 
didn't." 
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Depository backroom. Natira tells Scorpius that she's arranged to repay her debt, but 
he'll have to wait for a little while. Scorpius tells Braca and glow-stick-girl to return to 
his Marauder. The best thing about this scene is Braca, whose eyes go up and down 
Natira about fifty times in the course of this short conversation. Scorpius assures 
glow-stick girl that Natira can take care of him, and Natira simpers, "| know many 
ways to bleed off your excess heat." Oh, my. 

Moya. Chiana is tending to D'Argo, who's groaning in his bed. Not like that! Crichton 
walks in to check on him and trade banter. Chiana says that D'Argo's in a lot of pain, 
but he'll recover. With that out of the way, it's time to bicker. Crichton snits that they're 
doing this because "someone had to take matters into their own hands." D'Argo quite 
rightly replies, "And you never do?" Chiana intervenes by pointedly offering to go get 
more rags in case D'Argo starts bleeding again. After she leaves, Crichton admits that 
he just wanted to see how D'Argo was. D'Argo replies, "We've already covered that. Is 
there anything else?" Crichton rolls his eyes and exits. Oh, just kiss already, you two. 
| think it's usually around this time when | start saying, "Is this seriously still just the 
first episode? How can that be? So much has happened!" | guess what makes this 
story feel so dense is that...well, first the problem was "Find Stark." But they found him 
in the teaser. Then the premise was "Rescue Jothee," which, after a shouting match, 
became "Rescue D'Argo" with a side-order of "rob a bank." And now Scorpius has 
turned up, and we're only halfway through the episode. It's crazy! 

Depository. In the container, we hear a muffled Rygel recite, " One: get out of statue. 
Two: use gadget to retrieve prize. Three: jump into containers full of riches!" The top 
of the Rygel-statue is pried off as Rygel grunts, "The problem is step one!" As we 
zoom in on him, Rygel starts to pull himself out of the mold while griping, "The blue 
bitch said this would be easy!" 

In the lobby, Akkor's somewhat startled to hear that Pirate Zhaan has returned to 
withdraw her deposit already. Zhaan says, "I said this was a short-term deposit." 
Rygel complains to himself as he climbs out of the vault container. He holds a little 
remote and sighs, "Let's see if this thing actually works." 

Akkor escorts Aeryn and Crichton back to the observation room and then leaves. 
Crichton expositions that Rygel just has to switch containers, and starts pressing 
buttons on the viewscreen console. Aeryn asks what he's doing, and Crichton says, 
"Doing what guys do best -- I'm looking for Baywatch." The viewscreens cycle through 
various views of the depository. He finds one camera offering a view of the backroom 
and adds, "Better yet, the Discovery Channel." 
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Backroom. Natira is licking Scorpius's headgear. She asks if he's still angry at her, and 
Scorpius purrs, "Furious." Natira says that's fine: "It adds enthusiasm to our 
encounters." | like these crazy kids. Is that wrong? The two of them exit the room. 
Back in the observation room, Crichton chants, "Leave the cooling rods, leave the 
cooling rods..." They do. He's got psychic powers! Crichton rushes for the door, 
dragging Aeryn out with him. 

Pirate Zhaan touches the polyhedron, and a computer voice announces that her 
container is being retrieved. 

Rygel desperately clings to the container as it Zooms down a track. His robe is torn off 
by the wind, and he falls into the container in his short-johns. Aw! 

The container slides to a stop. Pirate Zhaan and Chiana go toward it. 

Aeryn and Crichton sneak into the backroom. Which has no security at all, apparently. 
Oh, well. Crichton spots the glow-stick case and quickly pops out Scorpius's spares. 
He hears Harvey whispering, "No, stop," but flicks his hands up distractedly and tries 
to go on with what he's doing. 

Pirate Zhaan sees Rygel, who hasn't quite finished hiding himself in one of the 
storage crates. She distracts the guard while Chiana helps Rygel hide. 

Aeryn watches nervously as Crichton argues with the voice in his head. She hushes 
him, and Crichton whispers, "He's in my ear. How about some Gelifan paste in his 
ear?" He starts to fill one of the glow-sticks with goo, and continues to hear Harvey 
ordering him to stop. Crichton struggles with himself, arms twitching, gasping, "I can 
do this!" Aeryn runs over and takes the glow-stick from him. Crichton watches as she 
coats the glow-stick with goo and returns it to the briefcase. They hear a door open, 
and Aeryn ends up diving on top of Crichton behind a chaise lounge. Yeah, the chaise 
seems like a weird decorating choice for Natira. But let's not stereotype. | mean, 
maybe in between crazy kinky sex acts with totalitarian mutant hybrids, Natira likes to 
curl up on the chaise with a good book. She could have layers! So anyway, glow-stick 
girl strolls in and retrieves her briefcase. And if you can pay attention to that while 
Aeryn and Crichton are on top of each other in the foreground, | salute you. Especially 
when Aeryn's putting her hand over Crichton's mouth. To keep him quiet, I'm sure. Not 
for any other reason. Glow-stick girl is apparently unable to sense the incredible 
sexual tension in the air, and just grabs her briefcase and exits. 
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In the corridor, glow-stick girl replaces another cooling rod. Weren't she and Braca 
meant to have gone back to the Marauder? Oh well. Scorpius closes up his head as 
Natira says that his payment is ready. 

Chiana and a guard push Pirate Zhaan's cargo. Zhaan gripes that she's in a hurry. 
Stark fiddles with the console on Moya while a recovered D'Argo watches. 

In the vault room, Scorpius opens his container and finds the Rygel-shaped container. 
He's not happy. Natira gasps, "The Delvian woman! These are her possessions!" As 
she quickly initiates a security lockdown, Scorpius asks about the Delvian's 
companions. Natira says, "A Nebari, a _Luxan and two Sebaceans." Scorpius roars, 
"Crichton!" He tells Braca to seal the exits. 

Crichton and Aeryn start to run down a corridor as an alarm sounds. Door slide shut 
behind them as they race through. 


Zhaan shouts, "Frell!" as she, Chiana, and the crates are locked in a section of 
corridor by the security doors. 

Aeryn and Crichton find themselves in another locked section of corridor. Crichton 
says it's time to test Stark's key-card. He waves a device at the door. Nothing 
happens. Crichton says, "Time to try something else." The two of them run back the 
way they came, calling for Zhaan. 

Zhaan quickly knocks out the guard, and calls Aeryn over the comms. In her own 
section of corridor, Aeryn figures that Scorpius is on to them, and tells Zhaan to stay 
put. Chiana sighs, "Do we have a choice?" 

In the observation room, Scorpius tells Akkor, "| want him captured, not deafened," 
and shuts off the alarm siren. Hee. Natira insists that no one can escape, but Scorpius 
is in no mood. 

On Moya, Stark's having another autism moment as he chants, "This wasn't supposed 
to happen." Via the comms, Crichton tells Stark to turn off the cameras. 

Observation room. The viewscreens suddenly show nothing but static. 

Stark asks for Crichton's location. Crichton can't answer because he's busy whining 
that the skeleton key-card isn't working. Then he begins arguing with Harvey again. 
Aeryn intercedes and tells Stark to take care of Zhaan and the others. She says, 
"We'll act as a diversion." D'Argo warns, "That is suicide." Aeryn harrumphs, "Almost 
as suicidal as strolling in and walking through a security door." Aeryn and Crichton 
hurry down another corridor. 

Observation room. The cameras come back online, and show a flickery image of 
Aeryn and Crichton unlocking one of the security doors. 

Crichton is swatting at himself like his coat is full of bees as Harvey hisses, "You 
cannot resist." Aeryn notices his odd behavior, because it's pretty difficult not to. She 
shoves him up against a wall to steady him as she asks, "What is the matter with 
you?" He grabs her head and kisses her. Aw! Aeryn shoves him back and repeats her 
question. Crichton strokes her hair as he whispers, "Scorpy. When he put me in his 
chair, he did something and it's getting worse." There are voices nearby, and Aeryn 
ducks her head around the corner to see two guards rush in. The guards rush around 
the corner, find Aeryn and Crichton waiting for them, and are quickly knocked out. Ha 
ha, stupid guards! Crichton announces that he's had an idea. Apparently Aeryn had 
the same idea, since they both duck out of the frame toward the unconscious guards. 
Not like that. | don't think. 
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Stark verbally leads Pirate Zhaan & Co. out of the depository. From his crate, Rygel 
gripes, "Ten percent of this plan is lunacy! Fifty percent of these riches is not enough! 
One hundred percent of dead is dead!" These are all valid points. Stark starts to get 
flustered, but D'Argo sorts him out by threatening to kill him if the others are captured. 
D'Argo's helpful that way. 

Crichton insists, "This'll work, trust me." Aeryn's a tad skeptical. They've undressed 
the guards and are eyeing the pleather outfits dubiously. Like their clothes aren't 
peculiar. Crichton's in the middle of saying something about how they have to get their 
clothes off. | don't think this is the first time he's tried that line. The fashion discussion 
is interrupted when another pair of guards rush into the corridor. Crichton shouts, 
"They went thattaway!" and ducks around a corner with Aeryn. It also makes me 


happy that they start to disguise themselves as guards, but then they get interrupted 
and don't do it. It adds to the feeling that they're flailing about at random. 

Observation room. The cameras come back online. Scorpius tells Akkor to keep him 
updated, and heads out. Natira doesn't want Scorpius wandering around without an 
escort. Scorpius starts to say, "Natira," but suddenly clutches his head. After collecting 
himself, he turns to her and asks, "How much do you owe me? In every way?" Natira 
smiles, " Too much, that | can not repay." Are they speaking in rhyming couplets now? 
Cool! Scorpius tells her that if he catches Crichton, all of Natira's debts will be 
forgiven. 

Zhaan tells Crichton that they're almost out. D'Argo encourages Stark. Chiana waits 
for a door to open. Stark panics, and starts slamming his control panel uselessly. 
D'Argo tongue-zaps Stark and takes over the console. Oh, good. 

Crichton suddenly stops and pulls Aeryn toward him. He gasps, "If Scorpius gets 
me..." Aeryn frowns, "| Know: shoot you." Crichton duhs, "No -- shoot him." Sometimes 
| forget why | love them, but this scene reminds me. Crichton says that they need to 
talk, but Aeryn thinks that maybe there are other things to do at the moment. She 
starts to rush on, but Crichton grabs her arm and insists, "I have to tell you how | feel, 
| have to tell you..." Aeryn says he doesn't. He tries again, and she repeats, "No, you 
don't," because she knows, and...aw, man. Crichton, to his credit, gets it, and docilely 
lets Aeryn lead him away. 

Scorpius, with Braca and glow-stick girl in tow, asks Natira what's going on. Natira 
says that Scorpius is headed for Crichton. Akkor notes that Pirate Zhaan is making a 
getaway with Scorpius's dough, but Natira sighs, "Least of our worries." 
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Pirate Zhaan & Co. are still waiting for D'Argo to figure out how to open the doors. 
Zhaan tells Chiana to take another pill. Rygel whines, "Where's my pill? This time | get 
a pill!" As usual, he is ignored. D'Argo fumbles over the control console on Moya. As 
some guards aim their weapons at Zhaan, she fumbles with a canister. D'Argo finally 
manages to open the nearby door, yay! Behind the door are even more guards, boo! 
Zhaan and Chiana look at each other for a second, and then Zhaan releases the 
canister, spraying the guards with knock-out gas. They immediately collapse. As does 
Rygel. Zhaan chuckles, "I knew | had to adjust the mix..." 

Natira urges Scorpius to hurry. Scorpius tells Braca to capture Crichton alive. 
Glow-stick girl tells Scorpius that it's time for another checkup, but he waves her off. 
In the lobby, Pirate Zhaan & Co. finally meet up with Aeryn and Crichton, to 
everyone's relief. Crichton tells Aeryn to help the others load up the cargo while he 
seals the door. Aeryn suggests they switch tasks, but Crichton's insistent. Harvey 
whispers, "There's no escape." Crichton walks the perimeter of the lobby, closing the 
doors, as Aeryn and the others go to load up the transport. As the last door begins to 
shut, a guard suddenly appears and shoves himself into the doorway, holding it open. 
Braca appears behind the guard, and Crichton ducks around a corner. Braca 
eventually snaps the guard's arm with a karate move, so that the guard's body keeps 
the door from shutting. Oh, Braca. As Braca slides through the open doorway, 
Crichton pulls his gun and greets him with, "Tell me, is the rematch ever better than 
the original fight?" Then Crichton punches Braca with the gun, knocking him out. 


Crichton moves to the door so he can shove the pile of bodies out of the doorway. He 
is immediately nabbed by Scorpius. D'oh. 

Scorpius grabs Crichton's neck with one hand, and easily slides the door wide open 
with the other. Scorpy gloats, "You have no idea how patient | have been for this 
moment." Crichton gasps, "What the frell did you put in my head?!" Scorpius, keeping 
his grip on Crichton, explains about the chip as he easily lifts Crichton up and slams 
him against a wall. Scorpius smirks, "I trust it's helped save you once or twice since 
escaping my Gammak Base." Scorpius's voice suddenly turns into a croak and he 
slams Crichton back down to the floor. Crichton smirks that Scorpius seems to be 
under the weather. Something drips out of Scorpius's headgear as Crichton chuckles, 
"| got a piece of you in me, now you got a piece of me in you!" Scorpius slams 
Crichton to the floor and shouts, "Change it now!" as glow-stick girl rushes in. As 
Crichton struggles, Scorpius's head unspools, and glow-stick girl removes the old 
glow-stick, which is bright red. She walks away to retrieve her briefcase, which is 
lucky, since that's when the glow-stick explodes. Well, it's lucky for Scorpius. Less 
lucky for glow-stick girl. And Crichton, for that matter. 
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An extremely vexed Scorpius hauls Crichton up and hisses, "You cannot let me die, 
any more than | can sacrifice you." Crichton gasps, "I think I'll give it a shot." Scorpius 
shoves the briefcase at Crichton and gasps, "Save me." Crichton moans, "No," and 
twitches horribly as he reluctantly pulls the cooling rod out. Scorpius tells him to insert 
the new rod and then collapses against Crichton's chest, gasping, "Insert the rod." 
Ahem. Crichton shivers some more, and you know, this is such a scenery-chewing bit, 
but Browder does sell it. His eyes tear up and he gasps, "You're really not my type!" 
Then he shoves Scorpius away and falls the ground himself as he shouts, "Die, you 
grotesque bastard!" He adds, "Even if it means | die, too." He drops the glow-stick to 
the floor as Scorpius spits out, "Neither one of us can die!" Crichton pulls himself 
across the floor, loudly singing "The Star Spangled Banner," to block Scorpius's 
orders. As he slides away, we see Scorpius struggling to reach the glow-stick on the 
floor, about a foot out of reach. We move into a close-up as Scorpius gets within a few 
inches of it, and then his arm spasms. Well, I'm totally sure he's dead, aren't you? 
Moya. Rygel and Chiana are looking over the ingots in the containers as Rygel, 
wearing a different robe in a nice bit of continuity, gloats, "We are rich!" Zhaan 
reminds him that they agreed to rescue Jothee before dividing the loot. Rygel sighs, 
"Let's all pretend we're not thinking how ill-advised that covenant was." Stark 
apologizes to Zhaan for panicking. Since Zhaan wasn't there to see it, she finds it 
easy to forgive him. But then D'Argo pops in to give Stark his support, too. As Chiana 
busies herself with all the loot, D'Argo tells her, "I'm about to see my son, and that 
tortured being there is the one who's made it possible." Chiana asks, "What about 
your other tortured friend?" D'Argo says that friends support each other 
unconditionally, which I'm not sure is true. Chiana offers, "They also forgive one 
another." The strengths of this episode are also kind of its weakness, because there's 
been so much going on for the past half hour that it takes a second before | think, 
"Oh, right, D'Argo felt betrayed because Crichton didn't go along with his plan." 
Crichton is sitting on the floor in Command, looking very small. Aw. Aeryn walks up to 
him and he tells her, "It was real. | didn't imagine it." She sits down next to him and 


asks what he means. He quietly says that Scorpius was in his head. "And it was hard, 
letting him die. There's still a part of me that wishes I'd saved him." Poor Aeryn thinks 
logic is going to help, and points out that Scorpius wanted to slice up Crichton's brain. 
Crichton huddles up, clutching his legs. He needs a hug! And a blanket. And some 
tea. And a few years of intensive therapy. He looks down and quaveringly mumbles 
into his knees, "Aeryn, |, um, meant what | said...didn't say." Aeryn frowns for second 
at her crazy boyfriend, and then pulls him over so that his head rests on her shoulder. 
She strokes his hair and looks sad, but determined, as she says, "I Know." He has a 
nice neck. 
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In the now-empty hangar, we hear a scratchy noise. We pan over to one of the open 
crates of ill-gotten gains, and a set of robotic legs sprouts out of one of the ingots. The 
container's lid is knocked to the ground as an ingot-bot jumps out and skitters across 
the floor. To be continued. 
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Here we go. 

Moya and Talyn orbit Hoth; on Moya, Zhaan sits and surveys her burnt-out quarters. 
Rygel Jazzies in, interrupting Zhaan's brooding. "We're dividing spoils from the 
Depository!" He starts laying out Zhaan's choice of booty, very cute and excited, 
oblivious to Zhaan's pain. For just a second, before she grabs the shit out of him. "She 
is burnt. She's badly crippled because of our desires. Was all this wealth worth it?" 
Ask a stupid question. She lets him go and some trinkets shake out of his robes. "Of 
course not, you blue bitch. But what's done is done!" As long as we're wealthy, she 
sniffs. "May as well put it to good use," Rygel says, hurt. "Crais and Talyn have 
located some kind of surgeon, a healer species. We're almost there. We're all 
choosing one or two items we want, and the rest is to pay any fee for Moya's remedy." 
She apologizes. "| misjudged you," she says kindly, and he laughs. "It's becoming 
your career." It always was. It's so dark here, on burnt Moya. Every room and every 
scene. 

Freaked, Crichton paces in his quarters, stopping to look into the mirror as Harvey 
speaks. "Now listen, John, be smart. See the situation for what it is." John tells Harvey 
to fuck off and smashes a fist into the mirror where Harvey sits. Even when the 
shattered pieces fall, Harvey still stares back. Destruction of one's own image is a 
form of suicidal ideation: die me, dichotomy. He's backed into a corner. "No, John. Not 
this time. We've reached the end of the old. The beginning of the new." John says, 
begging: "I am in control. | am in control of me!" He smashes the mirror, John and 
Scorpius at once, and again it reflects the smirk. "No more, John." Once more: "Screw 
youl" And Harvey smiles. "The reverse is more likely." It already happened, it's already 
happening. John screams wordlessly, and continues to attack his mirror image. Like a 
bird gone crazy in its cage. 


Aeryn enters and grabs him, frightened. "Stop it! Stop it! Stop it!" He falls forward onto 
the bed, Aeryn holding him from behind. Keeping him steady. He struggles against 
her; she holds him still. He struggles; Aeryn and Harvey hold him tight. And he 
screams: "| can't! Scorpius!" She begs him to believe there's nobody there; notes that 
he's bleeding. "Scorpius! Scorpius! Scorpius!" She begs him to listen: "Yes. Listen! He 
put a neural tracer chip in your brain. You know this. You know he isn't really here." 
But John can see him. He pushes himself off the bed and turns to her, anchoring 
himself in her arms. She holds his head in her hands; he's a shapeshifter too. 
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"Well, fight it! Listen to me: we've reached the surgical facility. We're going to see if 
they can remove the chip." He's gone, no thoughts. Like a terrified beast. He holds her 
face in his hands, staring deep. Their eyes lock, and he rests there for a moment 
before throwing himself back across the room: "I have to smash him!" It's hard having 
to watch this, and we're not Aeryn. He stands before the broken mirror, Aeryn 
pleading behind him. "Scorpius isn't really there, John. | need you to face reality as it 
is!" He breathes and looks at Harvey, breathing. "It's ridiculous, | know. She cannot 
see us, John!" Harvey chuckles. "What's happening to me?" John whispers. 

"You know what's happening to you," begs Aeryn. "Scorpius put that frelling chip in 
your brain." John closes his eyes, opens them again. "Aeryn. What do you see in the 
mirror? What do you see?" The same, but it looks different to everybody. Everything 
you're not supposed to want, every ugly action and greedy snatch; every awful 
thought and every time you've thought of dying. Every time in your idleness you've 
thought about how much easier it would be if things were just a little less complicated: 
every time you thought it would be easier if she died. If life is a choice between her 
and Harvey, and Harvey's winning... All this and more is what Harvey looks like, the 
things you can't imagine yourself feeling even as you're feeling them, and pushing 
them down again, and talking so fast so you don't remember what you've just done. 
And she sees none of this; right now all she feels is fear. All she can see is John, our 
John, looking at the broken shards. "There is no mirror. There is no Scorpius. Look! 
You must confront your fears with strength." Who taught her that? Harvey returns his 
gaze, impassive. "You're right, Aeryn," says John, and he becomes something else. 
John, and Harvey. John as Harvey; skin like a corpse, eyes like wounds. Ben Browder 
in a coldsuit. It's sickening to look at. Perversion and sickness like blood across the 
moon, like black marks on the sun. "... There's no Scorpius here," he murmurs. 
"There's only me." John, and Harvey. John as Harvey. There is no mirror. "...Yes." 
Credits. 

A tall alien, all in red, with shields over his face, and shades, and muscled arms, 
speaks to someone gross, someone humanoid. "If it wasn't serious," the alien's 
companion says, "They wouldn't have called us, would they? Now, when you're done: 
the big picture." Aeryn and D'Argo watch them speak, as Chiana appears with them. "I 
don't like him," says Aeryn. D'Argo explains the alien is "rumored to be one of the best 
healers in the Uncharted Territories," but that's not who's bothering Aeryn: it's the 
humanoid. "His sleazy confederate. Gonesick." The dirty bastard, Furlow's male twin, 
turns to them. "Grunchlk. Splendid hearing. Doc Fix, there." Aeryn blushes; D'Argo 
asks if the doctor alien can save Moya. "Oh, looks good! He's splendid with 
infections." The alien Diagnosian, Tocot, speaks. "He'll make up a mixture, it'll be 


absorbed through these scarred areas. And then a couple of applications, keep the 
patient sedated...you're laughing!" How much, Aeryn asks, and the answer is around 
$12,000. D'Argo screams, Tocot speaks its whispering, bleeping language and 
Grunchlk excuses himself for a quick confab, leaving our guys to discuss things 
among themselves. 
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Chiana's not sold, but Aeryn doesn't see any choices; Aeryn doesn't see any options, 
we go into free-fall. "She's gotta get fixed, but this is crazy," says Chiana. Aeryn 
shushes her as Grunchlk returns to them, whispering creepily: "He always thinks | 
undercharge. He's a greedy bastard, it's a species trait." Grunchlk ups the price to 
$15,000. D'Argo scoffs that he could by a whole new ship for that, and Grunchlk 
clucks in sympathy: "I had to let an aunt die once, because we couldn't afford a fixer." 
D'Argo and Aeryn sign, and turn as one away from his nasty ass. He's like that albino 
bloke in Princess Bride but less attractive. Aeryn offers quietly to return to Moya to 
assess their funds, and both Chiana and Grunchlk drift toward Tocot as she leaves. "If 
you don't make her better, we are gonna get you,” hisses Chiana. D'Argo turns to see 
Chiana staring up at Tocot, and harshly calls her to heel. "Leave him alone." She 
ignores D'Argo and stares into Tocot's face. "Why do you wear that mask?" Grunchlk 
explains the admittedly complex and bizarre fact that if he inhales any bacteria 
through his mouth and nose at the same time, he'll die. Why would that be true? Is it 
about tasting? Nose and tongue together? And more importantly, how gross is 
Grunchlk? While he's giving this speech he fully flicks the mask open and wiggles his 
fingers around on the obscene nose area of Tocot, then -- after Tocot sneezes -- flips 
it closed again and licks those fingers, okay, and then caresses Chiana's hair. "Even 
the Siljot bacteria in your lovely hair would kill him." I've spent five minutes in 
Grunchlk's company and already I'd like to inhale an entire bottle of bleach through 
any part of my face at all. 

Crichton's body. His face. His voice. All those things that make him wonderful. The 
swagger. Those are all different now. John enters one blackened Moya tunnel, 
cocking his head like Scorpius, and walks ahead, eventually reaching Rygel, who 
asks for a word. He wants to talk about dividing up the trinkets and baubles from the 
Depository; he gets a face full of fist and a bauble down his throat. John smirks and 
continues down the corridor, leaving Rygel choking behind him. 

You never see John do these things. It's always Harvey. | don't know who that 
benefits, if it's the network or the actor or the show or what, but I'm glad of it. In the 
Uncharted Territories there's a rule that says whatever you love most, that's what's 
taken away from you. That's what the show requires, the sacrifice God requires: your 
heart. The lamb of God is whatever you love most. We know what that is for John; 
we've always known. And the name it carries, now, and the hateful face it wears. And 
it's John's. 
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D'Argo and Jothee rush down another burned corridor, D'Argo all in a tizz about taking 
Jothee down to have his facial tentacles restored by Tocot. Which Jothee is not 
interested in doing, but D'Argo won't hear of it. We were talking yesterday about John, 
about why boys watch this show: it's because John's the only human man in history 
who got to respond honestly to things, without other men watching. D'Argo's the 


same, now, for years he's not had to look anybody in the eye that he didn't want to, at 
least not if their opinions mattered. There's no way he's going to understand that 
Jothee still hates his difference, his heritage, his irreconcilable division. Luxan pride is 
a constant; D'Argo will never understand his son. 

They pass Rygel complaining about the choking incident to Aeryn; the exhaustion in 
her voice is heartbreaking. We don't see John doing these things, and we don't have 
to be Aeryn. She has neither luxury; she's watching the man she loves go more 
horribly around the bend than any of them have, or will, and doing her best to 
compensate, for his sake and for everyone's. The thought you didn't think: what if this 
is it? The whole family in denial and you're looking down the barrel of a life with 
Crichton endangering himself, terrified and hallucinating. And wouldn't it be better if 
things were a bit less complicated? She's doing the best she can. "All right, Rygel. I'll 
take care of it." Rygel continues to bitch. "What did | just say?" She stalks away, the 
weight of it in her back, her legs, her eyes. 

D'Argo and Jothee continue. "I can't see why you wouldn't want your tenkas restored! 
| mean, as a Luxan..." Which, Jothee reminds him, is only half true. "And for many 
cycles, | didn't even want to be that." D'Argo realizes the scars on Jothee's face, his 
destroyed tenkas, that mutilation, was self-inflicted. "You hate me that much?" Jothee 
tries: "It's okay...it doesn't hurt anymore, Father." He steps back even as Chiana 
approaches: "Hey, D'Argo..." He snaps at her, then immediately turns to her, 
apologetic, but doesn't have time to apologize. He turns and follows his son down the 
corridor; her mouth stands open and hurt, ashamed and afraid and confused. And she 
thinks the thought you just don't think. 

Chiana waits for Zhaan and Stark to finish their negotiations with Grunchlk, Tocot 
standing behind her. "A moment ago you said seventeen five," whines Stark. Now it's 
$20,000. Look at Stark! | always forget how beautiful Stark is, because the character's 
so difficult to deal with. Stark gets hard with him, saying he'll pay eighteen, bottom 
line, and Grunchlk lifts him off the floor by his shirt. "| hate to negotiate like this, but | 
do find that it cuts through the shit." Zhaan's grossed out by all this, and scared and 
worried for Moya, and orders "Greenchalk" to put Stark down. He corrects her, and 
then explains: "This is business. | have the supply. | make the demand." Tocot speaks, 
and Grunchlk reassures him: "It's all right, Doctor. The family are in denial. | won't let 
them hurt each other." He suggests they take the twenty before it goes up again. 
Stark and Zhaan nod grimly at each other over Grunchlk's head, and Grunchlk drops 
him. 
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Aeryn enters Moya's Neural Cluster, where apparently John's reconfiguring a comm 
signal outside Pilot's control, so that he can -- John explains -- eavesdrop on Crais's 
radio traffic secretly. "I still don't trust him here." Harvey brings hate and fear and 
division into the Neural Cluster; into the mind of God. This is abomination. The Neural 
Cluster is used very specifically in the show: even when scary things happen there, 
you leave touched by grace. Harvey breaks the rules of love. Aeryn reminds him that 
Crais and Talyn have saved everybody's bacon a few times by now. "Look, Aeryn, if 
you're worried about that..." -- Harvey whistles -- "...inside my head, don't. He's under 
house arrest. Remember what you said? Strength." Which is awesome, Aeryn admits, 
but still, he needs to stop with the creepy black ops on the comms. "Aeryn, as long as 


| stay busy, he leaves me alone. Sometimes if | sing, he leaves me alone." John sits 
on a low wall and hums "The Ride of the Valkyries," regretfully. Aeryn sits on the wall 
next to him. "Look. Once the Diagnosian's finished with Moya, he's going to take a 
look at you." John shakes his head. "Won't help." She closes her eyes, rests her 
forehead on John's shoulder. "| am reminded at this point of a word that you brought 
to this vessel." She looks at his face, so far away. "Hope." 

The scariest word in the Uncharted Territories: the word that takes one star and draws 
a thousand charts around it. The word that creates in its utterance, in the wake it 
leaves behind, a cartography for the unchartable. The word that creates in its 
utterance its opposite: a dichotomy, the word imputing fear and loss into that 
unchartable equation forever. Where before there was chaos, take zero and add two, 
and now there is certainty: now they have a way to get you. Now they know your 
heart. Another word for "hope" is "choices," the one thing she didn't have before she 
met him. That's how she found hope. 

We see Harvey now; Aeryn sees only John. "| would be lost without you," John 
murmurs. And she responds: "Then you'll never be lost." The head on the shoulder, 
from "A Human Reaction," when they found each other; foreheads touching, more 
intimate than a kiss. The litany of their love, every signal they've ever given, and he 
turns it into something sour and ugly. She smiles slightly and looks up at his mouth; he 
rests his forehead on hers. "No matter what happens, you have...worked your way 
into my heart." And she looks up at him, so full of light and love. So much more. 
"You've shown me that | have one." He takes her face in his hands, voice ever softer, 
his cheek against hers, his nose and her brow. "I love you." And she leans in for the 
kiss: "| love you, too." 
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John slams her head against the wall behind her and pulls her in, unconscious now. 
John smells her. "Mmm. You are so my girl." He licks her sleeping face from her nose 
to her forehead, slowly. | don't know how to do this. 

Crais stands in Talyn's command, intensely carrying on a conversation with him 
although we can only understand half of it. "Officer Sun cannot be blackmailed or 
enticed. If she is to join us, it would have to be of her own volition. If she joins us 
freely, we will tell her the truth." A strange signal begins to play; Crais demands Talyn 
find the source, and "play it loud!" We head up into the overhead lights of Talyn's 
command, the screen bursting with white. 

And into Moya's burnt-out blackness. D'Argo and Jothee march down the corridor. "It's 
a Peacekeeper signal," D'Argo growls, and Pilot identifies it on comms: "Crais says it's 
a special pulse code, known only to Captain's rank and above." Jothee shouts, 
confused, that John's never been a Peacekeeper; D'Argo realizes it's the chip. Jothee 
wonders what they're supposed to do once they find him, and D'Argo tells him: 
nothing. "It's too dangerous." Jothee begins to whine, and D'Argo turns on him, 
shouting again: "No!" Jothee watches his father walking away. 

Aeryn's body lies on the floor near John, who's still working on his signal in the 
Cluster. Jothee orders him to stop; John tells him to relax. "Scorpius only wants me." 
Jothee: "My father says you're in no condition to make that decision." But, says John, 
Jothee's in no condition to stop him. "You really should have brought a pulse rifle," 
sighs John, and then grabs Jothee by the tonguelash, knocking him out. John drops 


the kid next to Aeryn and almost chuckles. "Like father, like son." Too true: D'Argo 
lashes him from behind, and Harvey goes down. It would be easier if Harvey were just 
Scorpius, plain and simple, just a tiny robot in the brain; the truth is so much scarier. 
John is immobile, strapped to a table on the planet that's too short for him. Stark leans 
over, sweet and concerned and wearing that ridiculous coat. "How do you feel?" Stark 
would have to be here, wouldn't he? He's always been John's madness. He's always 
loved Aeryn, and Zhaan. And Scorpius. He's the only one who will ever understand 
that part: how the devil gets in; how you can love him. "Like a Popsicle," John mutters. 
"Gotta love this sphincter end of the universe." Tocot stands near John's head at one 
end of the platform, Grunchlk's off to the side, opposite Stark, who reassures him: 
"They're just going to have a look. An examination." John's head is held in place with 
a plastic band. "Make sure he puts the K-Y on the glove," says John, rolling his eyes. 
Stark's literally the only person he could make that joke with, | think. 
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Crais enters the Diagnosan's chambers, to John's irritation, but he calls his 
attendance a "meager gesture of support," with just a hint of passive-aggression: 
"...While the others attend to Aeryn and Jothee." Crais circles around to look at him. 
John asks if he did any "permanent damage," and Crais says it's only their pride. "You 
seem remarkably lucid." Grunchlk hides behind Stark, circling back away from Crais. 
"Don't get too close," says John grimly. "I could turn any second." Stark lovingly 
promises that they'll fix it. "Everyone's pledged to give whatever it takes." Tocot bleeps 
at Stark, and getting no response, pokes him in the tummy. Stark steps off the 
platform accommodatingly. | don't like that; | need him so much closer. John needs 
him closer. Tocot turns the lights out in the chamber, and the platform is illuminated 
green. Tocot slowly removes his face mask; the chamber doors are still wide open. 
Stark's confused: "I thought he couldn't inhale our contaminants?" Grunchlk points up 
at the green light. "Biological neutralizer...you could have the Karatonga Plague in 
here, wouldn't touch him. Outside, pick your nose and he's dead." Grunchlk's gotta lot 
of fucking rules for somebody that looks like rotten seafood on meth. 

"No pain. Relax," Tocot sighs, stroking John's head gently. Another flash, and the skin 
and skull disappear, revealing John's brain: covered in a seething net of black tendrils. 
Tocot looks closer, nose flexing; Crais steps onto the platform, his usual face thawing 
into concern and fear. Grunchlk gets profane, Tocot bleeps, nobody's saying anything 
we can understand. Language is the greatest tool we ever had, because it makes 
other people comprehensible. Language takes two lonely black holes and joins them, 
gap to gap. Language charts the souls of people around us; without it you're alone. 
Translator microbes don't come from just anywhere, do they? They come from Moya. 
Without language you can't have love; you can't even prove you exist. "You're gonna 
tell me my health plan doesn't cover this, right?" Tocot whistles and clinks. Even 
Grunchlk's horrified: "Doctor doesn't often say this... There's nothing he can do. That 
thing in his head: he can't get it out without killing him." John relaxes and laughs, 
ironically; Harvey laughs too. They laugh together, both of them. 

Chiana follows D'Argo down a corridor, babbling. "D'Argo, the surgeon said it's a 
numbing anesthetic, okay, so don't breath too much and...all right? And shake the 
canister every couple of..." He snaps at her again, almost striking her as he turns: "I 
remember!" | don't take Chiana and D'Argo that seriously, but like, I'm not a Luxan: | 


only have one heart. | couldn't care about them this week if | tried. Chiana asks him, 
with innocent offense, what the hell his problem is. "What's the matter with you?" he 
asks in return. "I'm just trying to have a relationship," she stammers, and he chills out 
a bit. "Listen, Chiana. You have to understand, it has been so long since I've seen my 
son." He knows. "D'Argo, | know how long it is. There is no one -- no one -- who has 
lived this dream of finding your son more than me," she says weakly. And they look. 
Stark breaks into the silence: "You going to help, D'Argo?" D'Argo wheels on Stark, 
telling him to wait a fucking second, but when he turns around she's gone. Stark is 
clearly somewhat looped by Tocot's mixture, but tries to explain how they'll be 
applying it to Moya's burned flesh; D'Argo notes that Stark can apparently understand 
the Diagnosian. Of course he can: they're both high-pitched, slightly freaky, and save 
things beyond saving. 
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The cold storage vault is so, so big. Echoey and full of corpses. Remember when you 
didn't even know what stem cells were? John's got his hands cuffed, in front, and his 
legs are manacled. "How many bodies did he say were in here?" asks John, and 
Aeryn -- surprising him with her tone, which is only slightly lower in temperature than 
the ambient -- says, "I believe he said 'frelling millions'." Dragging chains toward her, 
he asks what he's done wrong, "other than caving in the side of your head," and she 
wows at him. "Do you not remember?" That's not the question: the question he's 
asking is, how can she afford to remember it? The most painful part of that scene was 
that it made her look stupid. Declaring love and hope while Harvey watched, and 
smiled, at her expense. Declaring love like a stupid girl, kissing the devil, while Harvey 
watched and thought her weak. Not even Chiana could shame herself so badly. 
Watching her get fooled; watching the gift of vulnerability -- the only gift she could give 
that means anything, her absolute trust, so much further down, and further in, every 
time like the first, so much further away from where she started, so much more, and 
so effortlessly -- made a mockery and a joke and a perversion; that's the worst part. 
Thankfully, Grunchlk and Zhaan enter, Grunchlk claiming he's found a biological 
match for John -- "splendid news," he says. Human? No, Interion (Jool! Fuck yeah!): 
"Bipedal. Central spine. Organs internal...single heart circulation and a small head." 
There are three Interions in storage. "Over 5,000 different species frozen here," says 
Zhaan from her high horse; for once | don't mind. "This is an abomination against 
nature." Grunchlk calls Blue "luv" and points out they're not really suffering. Aeryn 
points out that they're dead, so there's no problem because the afterlife is for 
jerkfaces, and Zhaan corrects her: "No, Aeryn, they're still alive." Which Grunchlk 
would call a technicality: "All accident victims and the like. Hey, | mean we freeze 'em 
a microt before their death, 'cause the parts last longer that way." John is troubled by 
this totally creepy fact, and Zhaan speaks out on behalf of the course of nature. For 
Zhaan, and for Stark, the laying to rest of the dead is a sacred act; a demonstration of 
love and respect that extends beyond our bodies. It's a demonstration of respect for 
the Goddess, for the fact that everything dies and everything ends. And Zhaan will 
bend the rules, again and again, because what she's called upon to sacrifice is 
nothing but her own righteousness, her faith in the will of the Goddess. Grunchlk says 
the Doc's policy for "donors" is that none of them would survive restoration. "Probably 
a species offshoot from the same stock," says Grunchlk, and John wonders if that 


means they're close to earth. He's forgotten himself and the doghouse that his crazy 
has earned him; Aeryn reminds him simply and coldly: "I don't know." John wants the 
chip out, and Grunchlk is pleased: "If it don't work, we get to keep your body." 
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Stark and D'Argo finish up painting Moya's blackened walls, totally high off the 
dannlandium. They are very cute and | love them both very much, but the scene's 
mostly nonverbal. A lot of "I can't feel my tongue" and "Frell you" and whatnot, 
eventually falling into gibberish. Eventually losing language. Because they both 
embody different parts of the relationship between John and Aeryn -- the spiritual 
union and the physical partnership -- and because they'd both throw themselves out 
the bay and into vacuum, they can't be there for this. It's the perfect length of 
funny-scene to divide up the total horror slowly encroaching on all sides. | like it in 
movies or video games when the awful thing comes and the lights get dim and stuff 
starts crawling and dripping down the walls. | don't like this though. 

Chiana and Jothee sit together on Pilot's desk, watching him get trippy and wild and 
woolly and weird. Jothee tells Chiana that "his dad" wants to buy a farm with his share 
of the Shadow cash. "He wants to grow Prowsa fruit and make wine," he spits, and 
whines that he doesn't want to live on a farm. "I've been a slave. Chained in a mine. 
He wants to live the quiet life, | want to live loudly." Chiana's like, (a) You're even 
better at this game than you think, and (b) When you put it that way...but then realizes 
she's the odd man out. "I guess it was gonna be just you two." Pilot disagrees, and 
Chiana explains to him that he's high. "| am no higher than I've ever been. My position 
is fixed!" the bitchy tone is adorable; even Jothee smiles. "No, no, no, | mean the drug 
in Moya, it's messing with your brain," she clarifies. "He's been using my DRDs to 
practice. Wanna see? It's a secret," says Pilot kindly. And one of the DRDs projects a 
hologram. 

"Chiana. You know that I have to spend a lot more time with Jothee, so...! was hoping 
we could all find a quiet place and...settle down together. | was hoping you would 
consent to be my wife." Holo-D'Argo breathes out, terrified; Chiana and Jothee both 
WTF. She gets ten years younger in this moment. 

Rygel sits on Moya with Grunchlk, watching him suck down pink slime with a big 
spoon. He is so goddamn gross. "What a surprise to find you eating," says Aeryn, 
upon entering. "So, Gunshock. How long will it be before the surgeon can operate on 
Crichton?" Grunchlk doesn't even bother to correct her. Maybe it's because she's 
getting closer every time to the truth. Seven or eight hours; the Doctor wants to focus 
on Moya's treatment. "He's...uh...splendidly conscientious." Aeryn reports that she'll 
keep "Crichton" restrained until he's ready; Rygel just wants her to leave. Finally, she 
cocks an eyebrow at him: "Higher-level reasoning, Aeryn. If a simple thought occurs, 
I'll call you." She almost gives him a grin -- on a day like today, people merely acting in 
character makes you love them more -- and leaves. 
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"As | was saying," Rygel continues, "You must know your way around this backwater 
part of the galaxy..." he tosses a small blue gem onto the table. "| know who | need to 
know," says Grunchlk. "That's a very small stone." Rygel notes that Moya won't be 
able to starburst for awhile, so he's looking for other passage -- he tosses a clear 
crystal across the table, next to the blue gem. "There are some excellent choices 


available. It depends whether you require speed, stealth, or strength. That's another 
very small stone." All three, actually, and a small red stone joins the others. "Not 
impossible. That's three very small stones." Are these the storied negotiating tactics of 
the Hynerian Dominar? Because...this is bocce ball. Rygel drops a huge lead crystal 
like the one your mom hung from her rearview into the pink crap. Grunchlk fishes it 
out with the spoon, pops it into his disgusting mouth, and sucks on it. He then spits it 
into his hand, admiring it briefly: "Oh! Splendid." He needs to fucking stop putting 
things in his mouth and sucking them clean. That's like the last thing | need in a 
medical worker, even a zombie-keeping one. | bet they cover that on Day One at 
Grunchlk School. The fact that Tocot even deigns to speak to this freak says really 
unflattering things about his professionalism. On the other hand, his face is labia, so | 
understand that he's playing with a different deck of industry issues. 

Zhaan visits John in her apothecary on Moya. His hands and feet are tied. "They're 
treating one more tier, then the Diagnosian wants you." John beckons her closer: 
"Odds are that I'm not going to make it..." Zhaan blah-blah: "Positive spirits. | pray to 
the Goddess." John entreats her also about how there's reality, though. "Your soul is 
troubled." Harvey, now. "When the chip's not controlling me, my thoughts are lucid. 
There are so many things that | want to say to my family and friends. If you could 
absorb these thoughts, you could find a way to get a message back to Earth." So he's 
asking her to join his demonstrably crazy ass in Unity? Now is so not the time. "I just 
want my dad to know," says Harvey. And Zhaan kneels; they have fathers in common. 
"Concentrate on me." The purest expression for the love that exists between John and 
Zhaan; between John and his highest self. Something that exists only between the 
two of them; something that redeems them both, unutterably meaningful and beautiful. 
Forehead on forehead, more intimate than sex. (And see, here, how Harvey turns her 
history upon her: the sin she can't escape, both in her life as an anarchist -- murdering 
in the middle of a holy act of love -- and in her life as a tainted mutant -- the only 
Delvian capable of destruction.) Twice now, before with John's spirit and now with his 
soul: forehead on forehead, warped and made ugly. The greatest possible violation. 
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"Hello, Delvian," says John, as her face twists in agony. "Tenth Level Pa'u? Pity. A 
Twelfth could break this bond." She struggles, but can't get away. "Time to pray." John 
tortures her in Unity, growls, throws her backward. Scorpius was never the enemy, 
he's just something to push up against, something to resist: only Harvey could destroy 
everything this way. Only John knows the sickening places each of them can go. 
"Unlike your institutional upbringing, my parents were compassionate, moral, 
emotional. | value those traits. They are beginning to emerge in you. Crichton may not 
survive. Moya may be permanently crippled. The others are contemplating their next 
move. You're an officer and a strategist. Have you not planned yours?" Dear Crais: 
Never, ever give anybody the "broken home" talk, because the first question is always 
going to be "then why aren't you happy?" | hate that shit so much. Anyway, Crais tells 
Aeryn that Talyn -- "this emotional ship" -- needs guidance, and has chosen Aeryn. 
Nice accountability elision there, Ponytail. "This emotional and volatile ship with which 
only | can communicate also said that you should just wear like, panties and a bra 
from now on. The black ones." Crais allows as how, completely without guile, he can 
see this as a good idea. "There is much that you can learn that will surprise you." 


Yeah, Talyn's a fucking learning experience all right. Like how next season on Talyn, 
you might just learn that the pain of managing John Crichton as he goes bugshit crazy 
right in front of you is actually a fucking cakewalk, for example. Surprise! 

Talyn beeps, it's John; Crais is only a little irritated. Aeryn and Crais head up to Talyn's 
Command, where Aeryn suddenly can't raise John on comms, and things start moving 
very fast. 

On the Farscape module, the now-freed John begs Aeryn not to follow him, breaking 
up on comms, breaking up as Harvey takes control for good. Language is how you 
chart the mysteries of another person: if they can't hear you properly, they can't know 
what you're planning. Crais orders Talyn not to shoot him down, even as they're 
realizing that John's broadcasting their position to Scorpius. Again. Aeryn heads for 
the exit: "Track me. And Crais...thank you." And Harvey, with a Yee-haw, with a smile 
like a stolen car, takes off into the sky. Commercial. 

The Farscape glides through icy Hoth's atmosphere: "Shielded message for Scorpius, 
coordinates on specified frequency, request immediate extraction." That's where the 
devil gets in. Identification with the shadow. Saying to the black, "Come and take me." 
When Aeryn does this, it won't be in a starship, it'll be in a city of ghosts. When Zhaan 
does this, it's in the service of the Goddess. But when John does this, he destroys 
everything. Crais tells Talyn to "block and fragment" the transmission, to buy Aeryn 
some time. Up in the sky, Aeryn's Prowler follows Harvey close behind. "John 
Crichton to Scorpius. Limited flight capabilities due to the nature of this craft. Repeat. 
Request immediately extraction." Aeryn asks if he's even really John anymore; he 
rasps a laugh and asks after her skull fracture. Would this be better or worse if 
Browder weren't so freaking good at being Scorpius? | didn't remember him being this 
good at it. | didn't remember it hurting this much, that's for fucking sure. "If I'm not 
addressing Crichton, then | address the neurochip in his head. You're in an unarmed 
vessel. | believe Scorpius's mandate is for Crichton to remain alive." And, Harvey 
says, he will. "Given no other choices, | will shoot you down." Which Harvey doubts. 
"Make no mistake,” she says, this girl who you'd believe anything she said. Until now. 
Ask D'Argo; | don't believe she'd shoot him down even if she could see him the way 
we do. "I believe you'll pull the trigger. | just don't believe you'll hit anything," Harvey 
snarks, and dives toward the surface. The thoughts you can't think; the sickening 
places John can't admit they'll go. 
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Stark attends Zhaan, all out of it still. Seeing him do these things... | can't get away 
from the idea that if you saw John doing these things, as John, you might actually just 
fall apart. Like The Ring or something. The whole Harvey's Lovely Daughter thing that 
happens later on is so, so much more frightening, though, because of having to watch 
John do all these things in a coldsuit. Guys are just like this: you have to see the devil 
in yourself before you can see the devil in your beloved. John now, Aeryn later. And 
then, so much later: hell and back before you can see the love in your devil. Before 
you can Yensch, before you're big enough. And none of them have the option of 
putting Harvey's face on it, great acting job notwithstanding. It's still Jonn, who never 
hurt anybody, who stayed strong even when the world was falling apart and he was 
acting like a fruit loop, who never moves to violence except by forces stronger than all 
the Peacekeepers put together. John, who weekly hands them some gonzo plan 


where nobody gets hurt, as though by coincidence. John, whose only useful skill is the 
ability to love completely. 

This episode would be just as horrible if there were no dialogue at all, is how much 
we're privileging the visual this week; it's not a story you can tell in words. First there 
was light, and then there was darkness, and the light got confused and bent back 
against itself. Zhaan in an eyepatch. And the light burnt out the mother, burnt her to a 
crisp, for its selfishness. And the darkness won. Stark begs Zhaan to focus, to "purge 
the memory," but Zhaan's raving: "No! Crichton! Stark, he is no more! His body 
shelters some horrific evil! Crichton...Crichton's gone," she screams. And, being a 
consummate actor, Hey pulls off the line gorgeously; it's coming from her whole body. 
(And it's a story she already knows: it's every nightmare, coming true. What if your 
Harvey got control? What if that meant you were gone forever, blotted out -- or worse, 
screaming in some corner of your mind, watching your body act out savagery and 
thoughts you can't allow yourself to think? What if there was no difference?) 

The Prowler tracks the module through the canyons of Hoth. Harvey rejoices in a 
barrel roll. "How's the ride back there, hmm? A little bumpy?" Aeryn says she's on his 
six, weapons locked. "Ah, the radiant Miss Officious. So sure. So confident in the void 
of space." That's all she's ever been allowed to be. In space, there are infinite options. 
"Crichton was trained to fly in atmosphere...against gravity. Welcome to our world, 
baby." If you allow yourself to hope, if you allow yourself to love, you lose options; you 
come down into gravity. She scrapes a wing; D'Argo calls her on comms. "Aeryn, 
Crichton has often said he'd rather die than fall to Scorpius." Tell me the difference. "If 
you get the opportunity, don't hesitate." She asks why the hell he would even think 
she'd do that. "Because if our positions were reversed, / would." | don't know what to 
say to that. I'm just glad D'Argo had his own shit to deal with this week, just two 
tonguelashes in a five-second scene and it was over. He could never come back from 
Harvey the way Rygel and Zhaan, even Aeryn, did. He's great in a lot of ways, but he 
couldn't come back from that. 
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Harvey gives another Yee-haw and abruptly climbs; Aeryn takes a pissed-off second 
to get back, cursing, looking for the module. It's above her, and slowly dropping. Aeryn 
warns John he doesn't have the fuel to fly around until Scorpius arrives; he replies 
that it all depends on how close Scorpius currently is. "Look, John. If you're even in 
there anymore, look at what you're doing." Listen to her play both sides; listen to the 
pain in admitting that this still might not be Harvey. Even still. Her Waterloo is trust, is 
seeing the open hand instead of the enemy; every time they fuck with her, it's through 
her desire to trust. How many times does she get burned on Earth? By John? Every 
season? Every time she hopes, that's all. Every single time she dares to hope. And 
what's John's Waterloo? Every time they fuck with him, it's by putting him in the hero 
role: by putting Aeryn in danger. From the beginning, it was clear that the only thing 
the show was interested in taking away was what they loved the most. 

"You fail to understand the extent of your friend's misery! He wants Scorpius to find 
us. He wants to end his pain." Aeryn calls bullshit. "Whatever you are, recognize -- 
atmosphere included -- | am the superior combat pilot." He laughs, calls her "Darling." 
Doesn't contest this. "So land your craft now, or | shall be forced to demonstrate that 
skill." John wonders if she'd really shoot him down. "You know the answer." John 


complies, and lowers his landing gear -- as Crais begs her to be careful, to "trust 
nothing," in fact -- right into the roof and cockpit of the Prowler. | hope Crais didn't 
have to watch that part. 

"Terribly sorry," John laughs. "Didn't see you there!" He pulls up and out, Aeryn 
screaming over and over into comms: "I am under attack! | repeat! | am under attack!" 
D'Argo shouts for her, terrified, as she reports her every move to Moya and Talyn: 
"Attempting to gain ejection altitude! All options depleted. Requesting position track. 
Requesting position track!" Crais tells her to climb, to eject. All her options are 
depleted; she's in free-fall. Gravity around her like a fist, like a singularity. She 
punches out, locked in her pilot's chair, launching high. No options, no guns, nothing 
solid beneath her. No John. All alone in the sky. This isn't just about John: this is every 
nightmare coming true at once. At the very point she gave in, he disappeared, and 
she couldn't hold him tight enough. 

"Well done, Officer Sun!" John laughs. "Are you still conscious?" She tells him to go 
fuck himself, and the chair reaches the top of its trajectory; it begins to descend. You 
can see the Prowler smashing into a mountain; you can see John clapping wildly. 
"Fireworks!" And D'Argo still screams for her. Jets ignite beneath the chair, slowing 
her fall. "It's all right, D'Argo. The descent brakes auto-ignited. I'm all right!" John -- "in 
deference to that part of Crichton which still cares" -- feels duty-bound to inform her 
that she's descending not over solid ground, but into a frozen lake. She spares a look 
down, and rolls her eyes. "He's right. D'Argo, Crais, do you have my position?" They 
do. Three warriors. D'Argo asks if she can maneuver at all; her options are gone. 
Crais tells her to let the jets weaken the ice, but to release herself from the chair 
before touchdown. "| repeat, separate before touchdown!" Harvey giggles. 
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John and Harvey struggle for control of the body. Finally, Harvey screams. "Aeryn? 
Aeryn! Can you comply?" asks John, panicked and wild. "Negative. The harness is 
jammed. Your frelling tire must have damaged the mechanism." John begs her to 
listen, to believe it's him speaking for the moment. "Listen to me. You do not want to 
be in that chair when you set down." She almost weeps in frustration. "Well. This 
harness won't release. | don't have anything to break it..." She tugs, wildly, at the 
straps, anger in every line and angle. He begs her to get out of the chair. It wasn't 
Tocot's lab that was the aurora of our destruction. Right pain, wrong chair. John circles 
her impotently in the module. Watching. "Come on, please. Do something, do 
something." He begs, weeping, shaking, and the heart that loves saying: Just live, just 
live, just live. "| don't have any choice! | don't have any options." 

He can see her. In the chair, through the module's side portal. He can see her 
dropping. It's slow, and fast. "Baby, you're not going to die like this. You are not going 
to die like this." Chattering -- It wouldn't be heat, would it? It was going to be the cold, 
always -- appalled, scared, heartbroken: "| hope you meant what you said in the 
Neural Cluster," she says, hard and soft and full of grace. "I did." She tucks her arms, 
head down, crash position, and he can still see her. She breaks the ice and continues 
down, into the water. Deep, and deeper, into the dark, and the cold. 

John screams. Crais screams, and throws his hands to his head: he's the only one 
who can feel Talyn screaming too. D'Argo screams. Aeryn kicks and punches at the 
water; her head breaks free for a moment; her hands slap the surface. When she 


goes down the third time and doesn't resurface, breath going out in gouts and 
bubbles, deeper into cold, John weeps for what he's done. But she's screaming his 
name, as she goes down. 

Officer Aeryn Sun, Special Commando, Icarian Company, Pleisar Regiment. Talyn's 
daughter; D'Argo's sister. Absent without leave. Irreversibly contaminated. More. 

In Tocot's body vault, Zhaan stands at the head of Aeryn's open casket. Always 
beautiful, never more than now. There's a peace in her we never got to see. The 
Agnus Dei begins to play. The Lamb of God. 

"The Goddess graciously receives to her bosom all those who pass from this 
existence, regardless of faith or belief." 

Crais -- the other godless Peacekeeper in attendance -- looks down at Aeryn, 
impassive, breaking. Praying Zhaan's right, in this extremity. 

-- Page 15 -- 

"She holds, however, a special place for those who travel this life as a journey." 
Chiana -- the quintessential vagabond she's talking about -- places her lips against 
Aeryn's cold skin and stares up into infinity. One crystal tear on gray skin; eyes almost 
shut tight, almost black. Accusing the sky from inside a pain so immediate and strong 
it has a physical presence but no sound, no movement. There's a downside to 
innocence. 

"Aeryn Sun will surely harvest that favor. Her life was a series of strides toward 
enlightenment. Casting off the chains of prejudice and hatred." 

John -- her companion in those strides -- stands very still. Chiana returns to Jothee's 
side; D'Argo -- living proof of those chains, cast aside -- weeps and unsheathes his 
Qualta Blade. 

"Reaching beyond violence and bigotry. She sought a balance of lasting inner peace." 
D'Argo places his Qualta Blade in the pod, wrapping Aeryn's hand across the hilt. The 
only sacrifice big enough, for all her honor, and strength. For the love and acceptance 
and wonder she was able to show him, warrior to warrior. Beyond violence and 
bigotry; toward balance, toward peace. It's a language only the two of them ever 
understood. 

"In her name." 

Jothee gently takes Chiana's hand in his, the two of them children here. Rygel hovers 
to Aeryn's side: "You are more worthy of this." He removes a royal sash with a golden 
seal, places it over her crossed hands. "Be at peace, Aeryn." He calls her by her 
name. He calls her Aeryn. 

Pilot sits with his head bowed and a single claw raised, one hand up and one hand 
down, touching mourning Moya, saying a prayer. One only Aeryn, among them, could 
ever hope to understand. If she were there to hear it, in the silence. 

Zhaan passes a censer over Aeryn's casket. "May the Goddess receive you with 
charity." Stark, the very spirit of charity, gives an "Ahmet." 

"May the Goddess sanctify your spirit." D'Argo joins Stark, sanctified by knowing her, 
and loving her, both of them: "Ahmet." 

"May the Goddess purify your soul." Chiana, most innocent among them, joins the 
mourners in the purity of their chorus, promising never to forget: "Ahmet." 

"May the Goddess recite your name on the whispers of the wind." 


"Amen," says John, barely a whisper. His hands still shackled to the waist, dragging 
chains by his ankles, he walks so slowly to her side. He is in shock, full of anger and 
confusion, nearly a zombie. He stares down at her silently. 

"D'Argo, give me your knife." 
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He has to look at D'Argo, in the eye, before D'Argo will obey. "Give me. Your knife." 
D'Argo unsheathes the blade and hands it over hilt first. It's silver, but it should have 
been red: John turns to the casket and reverses it, point toward his heart, and bends 
down. His face so close to hers, memorizing every detail. 

"Aeryn, forgive me. | love you." 

And he leans in, and he kisses her, and takes a lock of her hair. He stands, wraps the 
hair around his fingers. He thinks the thought you don't think, he stares at the blade's 
edge. He turns to his family. Cold and dead and quiet and still. "I'm ready." 

John's strapped to Tocot's table, at the aurora of nothing at all. Waiting for the surgery 
to kill him. The lights go out, and the green lights come on; Tocot removes his 
headgear. Grunchlk steps onto the platform: "Are you sure you don't want your friends 
here?" He's sure. "Doc says because of that thing in your brain, there's no way you 
were responsible for what happened to that Sebacean." He looks up at Grunchlk 
coldly, not interested in forgiveness. "Yes, | am." 

"After the Doc's cut the tendrils that have hijacked your brain, he's gonna try and take 
out the neurochip completely. But he needs your help. Because there is no template 
of your brain pattern on our database, he doesn't know what bits of gray do what. So 
when he probes, you tell him." It's always memory, isn't it, in stories like this. Once 
they've taken away everything you had, they start in on the things that make you up. 

| don't actually know the reference for the title. "Die Me, Dichotomy." It's always struck 
me as weird. | know he wants to die; | know he's split in half. | know one side of him 
burns like the sun and the other is cramped and bound by darkness. | know he dies 
three times, in three different ways, and they all have to do with the other side of 
himself: he becomes Harvey; he loses Aeryn; he loses wormholes, the ability to beg 
for forgiveness, or pity, or death. | know that the only thing worse than losing speech 
is losing the desire to speak. | know he begs for death in every way he can throughout 
the episode. | know that the only thing that keeps him alive is hate, which is a kind of 
death. | know Aeryn didn't even consider the possibility, because she believes in him 
so strongly. | know watching it kind of makes you want to die. It's a two-part process, a 
dichotomy of soul and spirit. If he would lay down his life for her, then the one you 
mourn is the one that lived. 
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Crais and Talyn mourn, Crais holding a PK data chip. "Yes, Talyn. | too would have 
like to have shown Aeryn what we learned from this chip. | think it would have made 
her the happiest soul among us." Um, we'll see about that. | do love how the 
Peacekeepers in the family mourn her through this: redemption of the Peacekeepers, 
absolution for all three of them. The sins of history and accident of birth. But because | 
don't exactly remember the details of that chip, let's instead take a moment to imagine 
Aeryn Sun as the happiest soul among them. Nothing heavy on her shoulders, blood 
washed from her hands, nothing but light in her eyes. No rifle, soldier's readiness just 
a memory. Arms wide open; standing in a field maybe. Somewhere green. 


Somewhere the land curves up around you to the horizon, so far away you can barely 
see where the sky ends, and the gravity holds you in its palm; somewhere without any 
walls at all. Somewhere it can rain. 

Zhaan strokes Pilot's face silently. "Everyone else is preparing to move on," says 
Stark. Quiet. Not twitching at all. Nothing but love, and sadness. "Tragedy often 
heralds flight," says Zhaan. Also season finales on this show. "What are you going to 
do, Zhaan?" Not thinking about it: "My concern now is for Moya and Pilot." Not service 
but stewardship. She's found the Goddess, and She was all around her. There are so 
few opportunities to be proud of Zhaan, but I'll give her this: she's finally all the more 
she could have been. And so beautiful: "If you are in agreement, Pa'u Zotoh Zhaan, it 
would be an honor, and a pleasure, to share the future with you." Zhaan seems about 
to agree, but she doesn't answer just yet. She's thinking the thought you don't think. 
Even at his craziest, Stark saying that shit to me would make my knees melt 
permanently. 

Tocot teases out one tendril: "This is what?" Aliens, all of them: enemies and friends, 
allies and mysteries. All the wonders he has seen. "Critters. More close encounters." 
And this one? "American politics, Nixon to Clinton. Lose it." Heh. "Here?" All the dogs 
John's ever loved. "Necessary?" No, but keep it if you can, he says. Love's no longer 
necessary; home's no longer a possibility. This whole show is a series of goodbyes: if 
not immediate, then deferred. Family is fragile. 

Even Grunchlik and Rygel sit quietly, razed. "The ship you wanted will be on its way 
here shortly," Grunchlk offers, and Rygel thanks him. "Service paid, service rendered, 
| guess. Too bad, ay?" Yes. "But that's life," Rygel hums, dejectedly. "Yeah." 
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"This section?" Aeryn in love, Aeryn and John; Aeryn knocking him to the ground in 
Moya's cells, helmet gone; Aeryn kissing him, Aeryn triumphant, Aeryn smiling. 
Radiant. John's eyes snap open like a blade going through. "Keep this?" John closes 
his eyes again. 

Jothee attempts to console Chiana; he's well hot, but there's nothing you can do. "It's 
too bad we don't get to spend more time together," says Jothee. "My whole life | never 
stayed in one place long enough to...build any real relationships." And Chiana? "I 
always stay too long." Think about that for a second; to be unwelcome everywhere 
you go, just for being yourself. Literally, among her people, but then everywhere else 
too. Continually fucking up, hurting the people that you love, and never quite 
understanding how it happens. How it's happening, right now, under D'Argo's eyes. 
There's a downside to innocence. "| always stay too long." The things she does to 
herself without admitting she has any agency at all. Their heads are bowed; Chiana 
leans against him, forehead to forehead. Jothee leans in to kiss her, and Chiana pulls 
back at the last second -- is she psychic? -- as D'Argo enters. "Jothee? Chiana? Let's 
stay close. Once we find out about John, we should discuss our future." They agree. 
Tocot pulls a memory: a swirling blue-white vortex, Farscape 1 disappearing at the 
wave, disappearing into wonder. "Whoa! Wormholes! That's it!" Tocot whistles and 
bleeps: "Good job...from you?" John laughs, manic now, broken. Tocot's confused: "I 
should desist?" There's no way for him to know what he's asking, how many things he 
just said. A failure of language. John nearly grins: "No frellin' way." 


Grunchlk runs through a corridor in the facility, in a deadly hurry. You get to think for a 
second it's good news. It's that second that starts up all the crying again. A 
Peacekeeper cadre follows, in full gear. Braca leads them to him. 

Tocot draws a tendril out; John abruptly begins speaking gibberish. It's shocking, 
scary, bizarre. His eyes go wide and after a moment, it subsides. "What the frell was 
that?" 

Four Commandos rush into the vault, flanking Braca: "Return to the Marauder. Inform 
Scorpius we've successfully maintained our zero presence profile. Now!" 

"Very...bad. Speech close to...neural implant." John begins to worry, finally. Finally a 
spark. It's like Aeryn going blind, this. John's verbal, there's never been a moment or a 
pain that he didn't turn into words, or a joke, or a story. If Pilot's arms are the way he 
talks to Moya, and Aeryn's eyes are the way she deals with the world, then John's 
only connection to this alien environment is speech. Without God's translator 
microbes and that smooth-talkin' Crichton charm, he's nothing. After memories there's 
very little they can take from you without killing you. "You're gonna take my memories, 
and I'm gonna talk gibberish? Why not just take my mojo while you're at it?" Why not 
chop a wormhole in half again? Tocot assures him that everything will get put back 
where it goes once the chip is gone. "What the hell ...there's no one | really want to 
talk to." If John's connection to the world is his constant talking, then there's no point 
now. There's no world now. "Not much worth remembering." Hugin and Munin. 
Thought and Memory. Telling and Remembering. The future and the past, everything: 
gone. Without love, without connection, those things are just ones and zeroes, 
garbage, gibberish. It's other people that make language worthwhile; you need 
someone to tell those stories and memories to, for them to have any weight at all. And 
that's what Harvey takes. Tocot pulls out a monster huge drill. "Take the damn thing 
out." And the drill begins to spin. 
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Commercial. Tocot drops a knot of black tendrils, some red lights, a little bit of brain, 
into a little jar. John watches, not talking, unmoving. Tocot shows him the jar, and John 
erupts into triumph and joy, for this final small victory. But it's wordless, and 
meaningless. His cheers of joy are gibberish; the victory means nothing anyway. Tocot 
promises to restore John's brain and John stops raving long enough to laugh. Life 
without Aeryn Sun. 

Braca casually searches the body vault, not recognizing Aeryn in her casket. He 
notices a food wrapper at the floor before one of the cryopods, and spots Grunchlk 
standing in one, his hand over his face. Grunchlk stares out at Braca through his 
fingers. 

There's a golf ball-sized piece of John's brain missing, where the chip used to be. 
Tocot makes ready to replace it. 

Black leather grasshopper wings, black leather boots, coming down the corridor, as 
Scorpius hums "The Star-Spangled Banner," coming closer and closer. 

The doors of the surgery burst open; Scorpius greets the Doctor under the green light. 
"So good to see you again." John's eyes grow wider; he begins to scream in 
gibberish. The Doctor squeals, grabbing at his mask. The horrified Doctor comes 
down off the platform and asks politely after Scorpius's cooling apparatus. "Just as 
functional as the day you installed it! Eternal thanks." The Doctor reaches out to close 


the door, quietly chiding Scorpius for disturbing the clean room. "| am so sorry to 
disturb the...sterility of your theatre, but...you no longer serve a purpose." John stares 
as Scorpius lifts the Doctor's mask and breathes a hiss into his nose and mouth; Tocot 
drops, another clean, kind story perverted. John watches, tied to the bed, silent, 
terrified. 

"What irony. Sensitivity to heal anything but oneself," Scorpius chuckles. He tosses 
Tocot's mask to one side and circles the surgical platform. John screams wordless 
threats and curses, gibberish; embarrassed but unable to stop screaming. "Well, 
Crichton. So much to say...and yet, such little capacity." Scorpius steps up on the 
platform, past Crichton's right side, to the head of the table. John mutters gibberish, 
clear as hate, as he passes. Scorpius retrieves the jar with the chip, holding it up to 
his eye. "I only hope the wormhole technology I've waited so patiently for makes more 
sense." John rages against him, senseless and wild. "Don't need a translator microbe 
for that one, do we?" Scorpius says archly, and sighs. He leans over John's beautiful, 
twisted face. The things he would do, if he could move; the things he would say, if he 
could speak. "You've cost me much. And | do not suffer disappointment well." The 
rubber band holding John's forehead down: Scorpius places the tiny jar on this band. 
John stares at him, unable to move, unable to even speak. That rage, and hate, and 
fear; he shakes without moving. 
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"| condemn you, John Crichton...to /ive!" Scorpius smiles. "...That your thirst for 
unfulfilled revenge will consume you." He lifts the chip and grins as John glares up at 
him. Scorpius looks down, into his eyes. "Goodbye." 

Scorpius turns and leaves, with his regiment and his leather and his Braca and his 
neurochip and his wormhole knowledge and his victory and his revenge and his plan. 
And John Crichton screams, unmoving. With nothing at all. 
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